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Sir Peter T Teale, - 


M E N. 
Mr Kine. 


Sir Oliver Satface, (MI YaTEs. 
Joſeph Surface, Mr Parnag, 
Charles, kg - Mr SmITH. 
Crabtree, - » Mr PazsoNs, 
Sir Benjamin Backbite, Mr Dopp. 
Rowley, =<-. Mx Alk EN. 


Sir Toby W 


Moſes, - 1 
Careleſs, - +» 


Trip, . * 


Snake, » - 
— 1 8 W 
Lady Teazle, 
Maria, 2 1 


Lady Sneerwell, 
Mrs Candour, » 


” 


* Mr VERNON. 


- Mr Bapp EITE. 
Mr JEFFERSON. 
- Mr La Masn. 
- Mr Facxkx. 


OM E N. 


Mrs AN ox. 
- Mrs BREREZTeN. 
Mrs Hor Ins. 
 » Miſs Pops. 
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SCENE Lady SNEERWELL's Houſe, 
Lady SNEERWELL and SxaAxR diſcovered at a tea table, 


Lady SNEERWELL. | 
"THE paragraphs, you ſay, Mr Snake, were all inſerted, 
Snake. They were, madam ; and as I copied them 
myſelf in a feigned hand there can be no ſuſpicion from 
whence they came. 
I. Sneer. Did you circulate the report of Lady Brittle's 
intrigue with captain Boaſtall? 

Snake. That's in as fine a train as your ladyſhip could 
wiſh, in the common courſe of things. I think it muſt reach 
Mrs Clacket's eam within twenty four hours, and then the 
buſineſs, you know, is as good as done. 

L. Sneer. Why yes, Mrs Clacket has talents, and a 
good deal of induſtry. 

Snake. True, madam, and has been tolerably ſucceſsful _ 
in her day; to my knowledge ſhe has been the cauſe of fix 
matches being broken off, and three ſens diſinherited; of 
four forced elopements, as many cloſe confinements, nine 74 
parate maintenances, and two devorces ;—nay, Ihave more 
than once traced her cauſing a fete a fete in the Town and 
Country Magazine, when the parties never ſaw one another 
before in their lives. 

L. Sneer, Why yes, ſhe has genius, but her manner is 
too groſs. 

Snake. True, madam ; ſhe has a fine tongue, and a bold 
invention ; + but then, her colouring i is too dark, and the out- 
lines rather too extraragant; ſhe wants that delicacy of hint, 
and mellowneſs of ſneer, which deſtioguiſhes your TWP; $ 
ſcandal. 

L. Sncer . You are partial, Snake. 
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Snake. Not in the leaſt ; every body will allow that La: 
dy owes mp can dv more with & Word or look, than many 
other with the moſt laboured detail, even though they acci- 
dente hippen to have a little truth on their ſide to ſupport it. 

L. ner. Yes, my dear Snake, and I'll not deny the plea- 
ſore I fre} at the ſucceſs of my ſchemes ; (both riſe) wound- 
ed ny ef in the early part of my life, by. the envenomed 
tongue of ſlander, I confeſs nothing can give me greater ſatis- 
fa&on, than reducing ochers to the level of my owu injured 


reputation. 
Snake.- True, madam; but there is one affair, in which 


vou have late! y employed me, wherein I confeſs, I am at a 


loſs to guels at your motives. 
L. Sneer. I preſame you mean with regard to my friend 
Sir peter Teazle, and his family. 


Snake I do; here are two young men, to whom Sir 


Ke has acted as guardian ſince their father's death; the 
elecit poll: Rag che moſt amiable . gurl and oniverſally 
well ipoken of ; the youngei” the mo?! diſſipated, wild, ex- 

avagant young fellow in the world ; the former an avowed 


ie of your ladvſhip, and appriently your favourite ; ; the 


latter attached to Maria, Sir Peter's ward, and confeſſedly 
admired by ber: Now, on the face of theſe circum ſtances, 
1£ 18 otterly noaccqunotab'e to pe, why you, the widow of a 
city knigbt, with a large fortune, ſhould not immediately 
cloi- with the paffion of a man of ſuch character and expecta- 
tion as Mr Zurface; and more ſo, why you are ſo uncom- 
monly earneſt to deſtroy the mutual attachment ſabſiſting be- 
tween his brother Charles and Maria. 
* Sneer. "Then at once, to unravel this myſtery, I muſt 
inform you, that lore has no ſhare whatever in the inter- 
courſe between Mr Suriace and me. © 


Snake. No 1— 
IL. Sneer. No: His RY views are to Maria, or her for- 


tune while, in his b:other he finds. a favoured rival; he i is, 
ther c fore, obliged to maſk bis real intentions and profit by 
my aſhitance. 
n ite. Yet ill am more puzzled r you ſhould in- 
t-re!i yourſelf for his ſucceſs. | 5 
L. Sneer. Heavens ! how dull you are! Can't you ſur- 


miſe a weakneſs 1 have hitherto, through ſhame, cono ales, 
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even from you? Maſt I confeſs it, that Charles, that pro- 


fligate, that libertine, that bankrupt in fortune and reputa- 
tion, that he it is for whom I am that anxious and malicious; 


N and to gain whom I would ſacrifice every thing. 


Snake. Now, indeed, your condutt appears confiſtent ; but 


'F pray, how came you and Mr Surface ſo confidential ? 


L. Sneer. F6r our mutual intereſt ; he pretends to, and 
recommends, ſentiment and liberality ; but I know him to be 
artful, cloſe and malicious, In ſhort, a ſeatimental knave 
while with Sir Peter, and indeed with moſt of his acquain- 
tance, he paſſes for a youthful miracle of virtue, good ſenſe, 

and benevolence. 

Snake. Yes, I know Sir Peter vows he has not his fellow 
in England, and has praiſed him as a maa of character and 
ſentiment. 

L. Sneer. Yes; and with the appearance of being ſenti- 
mental, he has brought Sir Peter to favour his addreſſes to 


Maria, while poor Charles has no friend i in the houſe, though 


J fear he has a powerful one in Maria's heart, agaiuſt whom 
we muſt dire& our ſchemes. 
. Enter SERVANT. 

Serv. Mr Surface, madam. 

L. Sneer. Shew him up ; (Exit ſervant) he generally 
calls about this hour—I don't wonder at people s giving hia 
to me for a lover. 

Enter Josxru SURFACE. 

Zef. Lady Sneerwell, good morning to you 
your moſt obedient. | 

L. Sneer. Snake has juſt beea rallying me upon our at- 
tachment, but 1 have told him our real views; I need not 
tell you how uſeful he has been to us, and believe me, oux 
confidence has not been ill placed. 

7e/. Oh, madam, tis impoſſible for me to ſuſpeR a man 
of Mr Snake's merit and accompliſhments. 

L. Sneer. Oh, no compliments ; but tell me whe you 
ſaw Maria, or, what's more material to us your brother. 

Jes. J have not ſeen either ſince 1 left you. but I can tell 
jou they never met; ſome of 10 Goties have had a gacg 
effect in that quarter. at; 

I.. Sneer. The merit of this, my dear Soake, belong: to 
Yap ; bat do your bro: ber's 8 cidrefſes increaſe! : 


Mr Snake, 
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Fs Joſ. Every hour, I am told he had another execution in 
| his houſe yeſterday—laſhort, bis diſſipation and extravagance 
exceed any thing I ever heard. 

L. Sneer. Poor Charles ! 

70% Aye, poor Charles indeed! notwithſtanding his ex - 
travagance one cannot help pitying him; I wiſh it was in my 

wer to be of any eſſentia ſervice to him; for the man who 
does not feel for the diſtreſſes of a brother, even though 
merited by his own miſconduct, deſerves to be | 

L. Sneer Now you are going to be moral, and forget | 
you are among frienus. 

7% Gad. fo I was, ha! ha !—PII keep that ſentiment 
*rill 1 ſe2 Sir Peter. ha! ha! however, it would certainly be 
A generous act in you to reſcue Maria from ſuch a libertine. 
who, if he is to be reclaimed at all, can only be ſo by a per- 
ſoa of your ſuperior accompliſhments and underſtanding 

Snake, I believe Lady Sneerwell, here's company com- 
ing; Il go and copy the letter I mentioned to your lady- 


ſhip. Mr Surface, your moit obedient. E 
; 70% Mr Snake, your moſt obedient. I wonder, Lady 
e | Sneerwell, you would * any confidence in that fellow. 5 


L. Sneer. Why ſo? 5 

Fof. i have diſcovered he has of late had ſeveral confer- 
ences with old Rowley, who was formerly my father's ſtews 
ard ; he has never, you know, been a friend of mine. 

L. Sneer. And do you think he would betray us? 

Fo/. Not unlikely; and take my word for it, Lady $ Sneere 
well, that fellow has not virtue enough to be faithful to his | 
Own villianies. | | 
Enter MARIA. | S = 

L. Sneer. Ah, Maria, my dear, how do you do ? What's = —_ 
the matter? = | 

Mar. Nothing, madam, only this odious lover of mine, ; 


l Bir Benjamin Backbite, and his uncle Crabtree, juſt called W { 
| in at my guardian s; bat I took the firſt opportunity to flip 3 

N out, and run away to your lad yſhip. 11 
| L. Sreer. Is that all? = 
| Jof. Had my brother Charles been of the party, you = 


would not have been fo much alarmed 
L. Sucer Nay. now you are too ſevere j for I dare ſay 


ths truth of the matter is, Maria heard you was here, and 


therefore came; but pray, Maria, what particular objeQion 
have you to Sir Benjamin that you avoid him ſo ? | 
Mar. Oh, madam, he has done nothing ; but his whole 
converſation is a perpetual libel upon all his acquaintance. 
of. Yes, and the worſt of it is, there is no advantage in 
not knowing him, for he would abuſe a ſtranger as ſoon as 
his beſt friend, and his uncle is as bad. : 

Mar. For my part. I own wit loſes its reſpe& with me, 
when I ſee it in company with malice, what think you, 
Mr Surface ? | | 

Joſ. To be ſure, madam,—to ſmile at a jeſt, that plants 
a a thorn in the breaſt of another, is to become a principal in 

the miſchief. 5 | 
L. Sneer. Pſha—there is no poſſibility of being witty 


without a little ill nature; the malice in a good thing is the 


bard that makes it ſtick, —— What is your real opinion Mr 
Surface? 


Joeſ. Why my opinion is that where the ſpirit of raillery 


is ſuppreſſed, the converſation muſt be naturally inſiped. 
Mar. Well, I will not argue how far ſlander may be al- 
lowed ; but in a man, I am ſure it is deſpicable —We have 
pride, envy, rivalſhip, and a thouſand motives to depreciate 
each other; but the male ſlanderer muſt have the cowardice 
of a woman, before he can traduce one, 1 


Enter SERVANT, 


Serv: Mrs Candour, madam, if you are at leiſure, will 


leave her carriage. 


L.. Sneer. Deſire her to walk up. (Exit Servant.) Now, 


Maria, here's a character to your taſte; though Mrs Can- 
dour is a little talkative, yet every body allows ſhe is the 
beſt natured fort of woman in the world. | 

Mar. Yes—with the very groſs affeQation of good nature, 
ſhe does more miſchief than the direct malice of old Crabtree ; 

Fof. Faith it's very true; and whenever I hear the cur- 
rent of abuſe running hard agaioſt the charaQers of my beſt 
friends, I never think them in ſuch danger, as when Cas» 
dour undertakes their deſence. | =. 

L. Sneer. Huſh ! huſh ! here ſhe is. 


Enter Mrs CAN poUR. h 
Mrs cand. Oh! my dear Lady Sneerwell ; well, how 


| 
| 
\ 
i 
| 
| 
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5 do you do? Mr Surface, your molt obedient.— ls there any 
news abroad? No! nothing good I — * 
but ſcandal !—nothing but ſcandal ! 

is: Fof. Juſt fo indeed, madam. 

Mrs Cand. Nothing but ſcandal !—Ah, Maria, how do 
you do child: what, is every thing at an end between you 
and Charles? What, he is tao * Aye! the 
town talks of nothing elſe. 

Mar. I am ſorry, madam, the town is ſo ill employed. 

Mrs Cand. Aye, ſo am I child—but what can one do ? 
we can't ftop people's rongues.—They hint too, that your 
* and his lady don't live fo agreeably together as they 


id 
: Mar. ! am ſafe ſuch reports are without ſoundation. 
Mrs Cand. Aye, fo things generally are :—lt's like Mrs 
Faſhion's affair with Colonel Coterie ; though, indeed, that 
| - affair was never rightly cleared up; and i kt was but yeſterday 
; ; Miſs Prim aſſured me, that Mr and Mrs Honeymoon are 
j now become mere man. and wife, like the reſt of their ac- 
# quaintance. She likewiſe hinted, that a certain widow- in 
ide next ſtreet had got rid of her dropſy, and recovered her 
ſſmape in a moſt ſurpriſi ing manner. 
Je The licence of io vention, ſome people gires chem 
ſelves, is aſtoniſning. 
Mrs Cand * is ſo— but how will you ſtop people's tongues? 
"Twas but yeſterday Mrs Clacket informed me, that our old 
friend Miſs Prudely, was going to elope, and that her guar- 
dian eaught her juſt ſtepping into the York Diligence, with 
ber dancing maſter. I was ioformed too, that Lord Flimſy 
caught his wife at a houſe of no extraordinary fame, and that 
* Tom Saunter and Sir Harry Idle were to meaſure d on 
PV a ſimilar occaſion —But I dareſay there is no truth in the 
| ſtory, and I would not circulate ſuch a report for the world, 
i 'Fof. You report! No, no, no. 
3 * Cand. No, ul, bearers are juſt as bad as the 
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| Enter SERVANT. 
'' Serv. sir Benjamin Backbite and Mr Crabtree. 
[Exit Servant. 
Enter Sir nad, and CRABTREE, % 
Cab. Lady Sncerwell, your moſt obedient humble ſerrant: 
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Mts Candour, I believe you don't know my nephew, Sit 


Benjamin. Backbite ; he has a very pretty taſte for poetry, 


and hall make a rebus or a chirard with any one. 

Sir Benj. Oh fie! uncle. 

Crab. Ia faith he will: did you ever hear the lines he 
made at Lady Ponto's route, on Mrs Frizzle's feathers catch- 
ing fire; and the rebuſes his firſt is the name of a fiſh. 
the next a great naval commander, and— 

Sir Benj. Uncle, now prythee. 

L. Sneer. I wonder, Sir Benjamin, you never publiſh 
any thing. | 

Sir Benj. Why, to ſay the truth, tis very vulgar to priat 


- —and as my little productions are chiefly ſatires, and lam- 


poons on particular perſons, I find they circulate better by 
giving copies in confidence to the friends of the parties 
however, I have ſome love elegies, which when favoured by 


this lady's ſmiles, (to Maria) I mean to give to the public. 


Crab. Foregad, madam, they'il immortalize you (to Ma- 
ria) you will be handed dewn to poſterity, like TRIER. 
Laura, or Waller's Sachariffa. 

Sir Benj. Yes, madam, I think you'll like them, (to Ma- 
rig) when you ſhall ſee them on a beautiful quarto type, 
where a neat rivulet of text ſhall murmer throogh a meadow 
of margin ;—'foregad they'll be the moſt c__ * of 
their kind. 

Crab. But, odſo, Ladies, did you hear the news ? 

Mrs Cand. What—do you mean the report of = _ 

Crab. No, madam, that's not it=—Mils Nicely going to 
be married to her own foot man. 

Mrs C:nd.. Impoſſible ! 

Sir Beyy, 'Tis very true indeed, madam ; every thing is 
fxed, and the wedding liveries beſpoke. 

Crab. Yes, and they do ſay there were very preſſing rea- 
ſors for it. 

Mrs Cand. I heard ſomething of this before. | 

L. Sneer. Oh! it cannot be; and I wonder they'd re- 


port ſuch a thing of ſo prudent a lady. 


Sir Ben. Oh! but, madam, that is the very reaſon that 
it was believed at once; for ſhe has always been ſo very 


MF -cavtiovs and. reſerved. that every booy was ſure there was 
ſome 3:2{en for it at bottom. 
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Mrs Cand. It is true, there is a ſort of puny, fi ckly rep. 
tation, that would outlive the robuſter character of an hun- 
dred prudes. 
Sir Benj. True, madam; there are Valetudinarians in 
reputation as well as conſtitution, who being conſcious of their 


weak part, avoid the Jeaſt breath of air, and ſupply their 
want of ſtamina by care and circumitances have often given 


riſe to the moſt ingenious tales. 


Crab. Very true but odſo, ladies, did you hear of 
Miſs Letitia Piper's loſing her lover and her character at 
Scarborough. — Sir Benjamin, you remember it. 

Sir Benj. Ob, to be ſure, the moſt whimſical circumſtance! 

L. Sneer. Pray let us hear it. 

Crab. Why, one evening, at Lady Spadille's affembly, 
the converſation happened to turn upon the difficulty of breed- 
ing Nova Scotia ſheep in this country ; no, ſays a lady pre- 
fent, I have ſeen an inſtance of it, for a couſin of mine, Miſs 
Letitia Piper, had one that produced twins. What, what, 
ſays old lady Dundizzy, (whom we all know is as deaf as a 
poſt) has Miſs Letitia Piper had twins This you may eaſi- 
ly imagine, ſet the company in a loud laugh; and the next 
morning it was every where reported, and believed that 
Miſs Letitia Piper had actually been brought to bed of a fine 


boy and girl. 


Omnes. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Crab. * Tis true, upon my honour.—Oh Mr Surface, how 


do you do; I hear your uncle, Sir Oliver, is expected in 
town; ſad news upon bis arrival, to hear how your brother 
Has gone on. 

1 hope no buſy people have wendy: prejudiced his 
uncle againſt him—he may reform. 

Sir Benj. True, he may; for my part, I never thought 
him ſo utterly void of principle as people ſay—and tho' he 
has loſt all his friends, 1 am told no body is better ſpoken of 
amongſt the Jews. 

Crab. Foregad, if the Old Jewry was a ward, Charles 
would be an alderman, far he pays as many annuities as the 
Friſh Tontine; and when he is lick, they have proyers for 
His recovery in all the Synagogues. | 

Sir Benj. Yet no man lives in greater ſplendor. —They 


tell me, when he entertains his friends, he can ſit dowa to 


— 
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dianer with a dozen of his own ſecurities, have a ſcore ok 


tradeſmen Waiting in the antichamber, and an officer behind 
every gueſt's chair. 
7of. This may be entertaining to you, gentlemen ; but 
you pay, very little regard to the feelings of a brother. 
Mar. Their malice is intolerable. ( fide.) Lady Sneer- 
well, I muſt with you a yoog mms 3 I'm not very well. 
LE. xt Maria. 
Mrs Cand. She changes colour. 
L. Sneer . Do, Mrs Candour, follow her. 
Mrs Cand. To be ſure I will ; poor dear girl, who 
knows what her ſituation may be. 
[Mrs Candour follows her. 
L. Sneer. Twas nothing, but that ſhe could not bear to 
hear Charles reflected on, notwithſtanding their difference. 
Sir Benz The young lady's penchant is obvious. 
Crab. Come, don't let this diihearten you follow her, 
and repeat ſome of your odes to her and Ill aſſiſt you. 


Sir Benz. Mr Surface, I did not come to hurt you, but 


depend on't your brother is utterly undone. 
Crab. Oh! undone as ever man was—can't raiſe a guinea. , 
Sir Benz. Every thing is fold, I am told that was moveable. 


Crab. Not a moveable left, except ſome old bottles. and 


ſome pictures. and they ſeem to be framed in the wainſcot agad. 
Sir Ben. I am ſorry to hear alſo ſome bad ſtories ot him. 
Crab. Oh ! he has done many mean things, that's certain, 
Sir Ben. But, however, he's your brother. 


Crab. Aye! as he is your brother—we'll tell you more 
another opportunity. [Exeunt Crab, and Sir Benj. 


L. Sneer. Tis very hard for them, indeed, to leave a 
ſubje& they have not quite run down. 
Joſ. And I fancy their abuſe was no more acceptable to 
Four ladyſhip than to Maria. 
b L. Sneer. ] doubt her affeQions are further engaged than 
we imagine ;— but the family are to be here this afternoon, 
ſo you may as well dine where you are; we ſhall have an op- 


= portunity of obſerving her further; —in the mean time I“ 


I go and plot miſchief, and you ſhall ſtudy, 0 — [Excunt, 


- 


to dag? 
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SCENE sir PErTzR TzAzLE' 5 Houſe: 


Enter Sir PETER Tas. 
sir Pet. When an old batchelor marries a young wife, 
what i is he to expect? 
my lady Teazle made me the happieſt of men——and I have 


been the moſt miſerable dog ever ſince. We tifted a little 


going to church and faitly quarrelled before the bells were 
done ringing. I was more than once nearly choaked with 
gall during the honey: moon, and had loſt every ſatisfaction 
in life, before my friends had done wiſhing me 10. — 
And yet, I choſe with caution a girl bred wholly in the 
country, who had never known luxury, beyond one ſilk gown, 
or diſſipation beyond the annual gala of a race ball, Yet 
now,” ſhe plays her part in all the extravagant fopperies of 
the town, with as good a grace as if ſhe had never ſeen a 
buſh, or a graſs plot out of Groſy venor · Square —— ] am ſneer- 
ed at by all my acquaintance 
papers— ſhe \ diffipates my fortune, and contradicts all m 

humours. And yet, the worſt of it is, I doubt I love 
her, or I ſhould never bear all this— bur Lam determined 
never to be weak enough to let her know it WT no! no ! 

* "Enter Rowtty. 
Row l. Sir Peter, your ſervant, how do you God yourſelf 


8 41 


Sir Pet. Very bad, Mr Rowley; very bad WE | 
Rowl. Lm ſorry to hear that—what has TE to > make 


you! uneaſy ſince yeſterday * ? 


Sir Pet A pretty queſtion truly to a married man. 

Rowl. Sure my lady is not the cauſe! 

Sir Pet. Why! has any one told you ſhe was dead ? 

Rol. Come, come, Sir Peter, notwifhſtanding you 
ſometimes diſpute and diſagree, 1 am ſure you love her. 3 
Sir Pet. Aye, Mr Rowley; bat the worſt of it is, that 
in all our diſputes and quarrels, ſhe is ever in the wrong, and 


continues to thwart and vex me ;——1 am myſelf the ſweet- 


elt tempered man in the world, and ſo 1 tell her an hundred 


times a day: 
Rowdl. Indeed, Sir Peter | 


Kar Pet. Yes—and then there? s lady Sneerwell, and the | 


by 


"Tis now above ſix months ſince ' 


paragraphed in the news- 


. 


. . 
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let ſhe meets at her houſe, encourage her to diſobedience ; 
and Maria, my ward, the too preſumes to have a will of hab 


own, and refuſes the man I propoſe for her; deſigning. 1 


ſuppoſe, to bettow herſelf and fortune upon that profligate 


his brother. 
Kool. You know, Sir Peter, I have often taken the li- 
berty to differ in opinion with you, in regard to theſe two 


young men; for Charles, my life on't, will retrieye all one 
X day or other.— I heir worthy father, my once honoured maſ- 


ter, at his years, was full as wild and extravagant as Charles 


now is; but at his death he did not leave a more benevolent 


heart to lament his loſs. 


Sir Pet. You are wrong, maſter Rowley, you are very 


wrong :—by their father's will, you know, I became guar- 
dian to theſe young men, which gave me an opportunity of 


kaowing their different diſpoſitions ; but their uncle's Ealterg 


liberality ſoon took them out of my power, by giving them 
an early independence, —But for Charles, whatever good 
qualities he might bave inherited, they are long ſince ſquan- 
dered away with the reſt of his fortune; Joſeph, indeed is 
a pattern for the young men of the age—a youth of rhe no- 


bleſt ſentiments, and acts up to the ſentiments !:+ pre! ctſes, 


Row“. Well, well, Sir Peter, I ſhan't oppoſe your pi- 
nion at preſent, "though I am ſorry you are prejudiced agair, | 


Charles, as this may probably be the mol? critical period 1 
his life, for his uncle, Sir Oliver, is arrived, and now in town, 


Sir Pet. What / my old friend, Sir Oliver, is ke arriv- 
ed ? I thought you had not expected him this month. 
Nou. No more we did, Sir, but his paſſage has been re · 


matkably quick, 


Sir Pet. I ſhall be heartily glad to fee him ſts - 
teen years ſince old Nol and I met—But does he {till enjois 
us to keep his arrival a ſecret from his nephews : : 
Rowl. He does, Sir; and is determined, ur.der a ſeiga- 
ed character, to make trial of their ecru diſpoſitions. 


Sir Pet. Ah! there is no need of it, for Joſeph, I am 


ſure, is the man—Bat hark* ye, Kowley, does Sir Oliver know 
that I am married ? - 
Rowl. He does, Sir, and intends ſhortly to wiſh you joy. 

Sir Pet. What, as we wiſh health to a friend in a con- 


ſamption — But 1 ok have him at my houſe—do you con- 
Ide: ts 3 N 9 3 ; ; ; 


, 
4 


—— 
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duct him, Rowley, Ill go and give orders for his reception 
(going.) We uſed to rail at matrimony togetber—he has 
| \ {ſtood firm to his text, —But Rowley, don't give him the 
| leaſt hint that my wife and I diſagree, for I would have him 
think (Heaven forgive me) that we are a very happy couple. 
Rowl. Then you muſt be careful not to quarrel whilſt he 
is here. | 
Sir Pet. And ſo we muſt—but that will be impoſfble ! 
————Zoands, Rowley, when an old batchelor marries a 
young wife, he deſerves—aye, he deſeryes—— no the crime 

- earries the puniſhment along with it. 


ee een 


. 
SCENE Sir PETER TEAZTx's Houſe 
| Enter Sir PETER and Lady TEAZLE. 


| Sir PETER, 

: Teazle, Lady Teazle, I won't bear it. | 
; L. Teaz. Very well, Sir Peter, you may bear it or 
not, Juſt as you Feat; ; but I know I ought to have my own 
way in every thing, and what's more Iwill. 

Sir Pet. What, madam ! is there no reſpect due to the 
authority of a buſband? _ 

L. Teaz. Why, don't I know that no woman of falkion 
does as ſhe is bid after her marriage. Though I was bred in 
the country, I'm no ſtranger to that: if you wanted me to 
be obedient, you ſhould bave adopted me, and not married 
me — 'm ſure you were old enough. 

Sir Pet. Aye, there it is. —Oons, madam, what right 
bave you to run into all this extravagance? 

L. Teaz. l'm ſure I am not more extravagant than a wa- 
man of quality ought to be. 

Sir Pet. Slife, madam, I'll have no more ſums ſquan- 
dared away upon ſuch unmeaning luxuries ; you have as many 
flowers in your dreſſing room, as would turn the Pantheon 

into a green-houſe ; or make a Fete Champetre at a maſ—— 

L. Teaz. Lord, Sir Peter, am TI to blame that flowers 
don't blow in cold weather; you muſt blame the climate, 
and not me. I m ſure for my part, 1 wiſh it was Spring all 
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the year round, and that roſes grew under our feet. 
Sir Pet. Zounds, madam, I ſhould not wonder at your 
extravagance if you had been bred to it—Had you any of 
theſe things before you married me? | DE 

L. Teaz. Lord, Sir Peter, how can you be angry at thoſe 
little elegant expences ? 
Sir Pet. Had you any of thoſe little elegant expences 
when you married me? 3 | 

L. Teaz. For my part, I think you ought to be pleaſed 
your wife ſhould be thought a woman of taſte. | 
Sir Pet. Zounds, madam, you had no taſte when you 
married me, 285 | 
| L. Teaz, Very true, indeed; and after having married 
| You, I ſhould never pretead to taſte again. 
Sir Pet Very well, very well, madam ; you have en- 
tirely forgot what your ſituation was when firlt I ſaw you. 

L. Teaz. No, no, I have not; a very diſagreeable ſitua» 
tion it was, or I'm ſure I never ſhould have married you. 
Sir Pet. You forgot the humble ſtate I took you from 
the daughter of a poor country *Squire— When I came to 
your father's, I faund you ſitting at your tambour, in a 
linen gown, a bunch of keys to your fide, and your hair 
combed ſmoothly over a roll. | 

L. Teaz. Yes I remember very well ;—my daily occu- 
pations were to overlook the dairy, ſuperintend the poultry, 
make extracts from the family receipt book, and comb my 


_=* aunt Deborah's lap dog. 


Sir Pet. Ch! I am glad to find you have ſo good a re- 
collection. . 5 5 

L. Teaz. My evening employments were to draw pat- 
terns for ruffles, which J had not materials to make up; play 
at Pope Jone with the carate; read a ſermon to my aunt De- 
borah, or perhaps be ſtuck up at an old ſpinnet to thrum my 
father to ſleep after a fox chace. 

Sir Pet. Then you was glad to take a ride out behind the 
butler, upon the old deck'd coach horſe. g i 

L. Teaz. No, no, I deny the butler and the coach horſe. 

Sir Pet. I ſay you did. This was your ſituation— Now, 
madam, you muſt have your ceach, viz a viz, and threes 
powdered footmen to walk before your chair; and in ſum- 
mer, two white cats to draw you to Kenſiggton gardens : ang 
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inſtead of your living in that hole in the country, I bare 
brought you home here, made a woman of fortune of you, 
a 888 of quality —in ſhort, _ I have made you my 
wite 

L. Teaz. Well, and there is ; but one thing more you can 

now do te add to the obligation, and that is 

Sir Pet. To make you my widow, I — 

L. Teaz. Hem !—— _ 

Sir Pet. Very well, madam, very well; I am much o- 
bliged to you for the hint. | 
L. Teaz. Why then will you force me to is ſhocking 

things to- you. But now we have finiſhed our morning con- 

verſation, I preſume 1 may go to my engagements at Lady | 

Sncerwell's. | 
Sir Pet. Lady Srecrwell 1—a precious endes de you 

have made her too, and the ſet that frequent her houſe.— 

Sach a ſer, mercy on us! Many a wretch who has been 

drawn upon a burdle, has done Jeſs miſchief than thoſe bar- 

terers of forged lies, coiners of ſcandal, and clippers of re- 
putation. 

L. Teaz. How can you | be ſo "WE ; I'm ſure they 2 are 
all people of faſhion, and very tenacious of reputation. 

Sir Pet. Yes, ſo tenacious of it, they'll not allow it to 
any but themſelves. 

L. Teaz I vow, Sir Peter, When l 5 an 1 
thing 1 mean no harm by it, for I take it for granted they'd 
do the ſame by me. 

Sir Pet. They've made you as bad as any of them. 

L. Teaz. Yew—l think I bear my part with a tolera⸗ 
ble grace- 

Sir Pet. Grace indeed 

L. Teaz. Well, but Sir Peter, you know you 6 e 
to come. 

Sir Pet, Well I ſhall juſt call in to look after my own 
charafter. - 

L. Teaz. Then, upon thy word, you muſt make haſte af- 
ter me, or you'll be too late. [Exit Lady Teazle. 
Sir Pet. I have got much by my intended expoſtulation— 
What a charming air ſhe has !—what a neck, and how pleaſ- 
ingly ſhe ſhews her contempt of my authority !—— Well, 
though I can't make her love me, is ſome pleaſure to teize 
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her a little, and I think ſhe never appears to ſuch advantage, 
as when ſhe is doing every thing to vex and plague me. 


S * E N E Lady SNzzxwWELL'S Houſe. 


Euter Lady SNEERWELL, CRABTREE, Sir BENJAMINg 


JoSEPH, Mrs CANDOUR,. and MARIA. 


1 Sneer. Nay, poſitively we'll have it. 

70% Aye, aye, the epigram by all means. 

Sir Benj. Oh! plague on it, it's mere nonſenſe. 

Crab. Faith, ladies, twas excellent for an extempore. 
Sir. Benf. But, ladies, you ſhould be acquainted with 


the circumftances—You muſt know that one day laſt week, 


as Lady Bab Carricle was taking the duſt in Hyde Park, in 
a ſort of duodecimo phæton, ſhe deſired me to write ſome 
verſes on her ponies; upon which I took out my pocket 
book, and in a moment produced the following :! 
66 'Sare never were ſeen two ſuch beautiful ponies, 
«© Other horſes are clowns, and theſe macaronies ; 
To give them this title I'm ſure can't be wrong, 
«© Their legs are fo ſlim, and their tails are ſo long.” 
grab. There ladies, done in the crack of a whip---and 
oh horſeback too. 

_ 70). Oh! a very Phazbus mounted 
Mrs, Card. I muſt have a copy. 
Enter Lady TEAZTR. 

L. Sneer. Lady Teazle, how do you do, I hope we 
ſhall ſee Sir Peter. 

L. Teaz. I believe he will wait on your ali preſently. 

L. Sneer. Maria, my love, you look grave; come you 
ſhall ſit down to piquet with Mr. Surface. 

Mar. I take very little pleaſure in cards. -- but I'll do as 
your ladyſhip pleaſes. 

+ Teaz. I wonder he would ſit down to cards with 
Maria. I thought he would have taken an opportuni- 
ty of ſpeaking to me before Sir Peter came, - [ Aſide. 
Mrs Cand. Well, now L'Il forſwear his ſociety [ 4/ide. 
L. Teaz. What's the matter, Mrs Candour ? 

Mrs Cand. Why, they are ſo cenſorious they won't al- 
C 
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low our friend, Miſs Vermilion. to be bandſome. 
Z. Sneer. Oh, ſurely ſhe's a pretty woman, 
Crab. Pm glad you think ſo. 
Mrs Cand. She has a charming, freſh colour. 
L. Teaz. Yes, when it is freſh put on. 


Mrs Cand. Well, I I ſwear tis natural, for I've ſeen. it. 


come and g0. 


L. Teaz. Yes, it comes at night, and goes again in the 


morning. 
Sir Benj. True, 1 it not only goes and comes, 
but what's more, egad her maid can fetch and carry it. 
Mrs Cand Well,---and what do you think of her fiſter ? 
Crab. What, Mrs Evergreen--'foregad, ſhe's fix and 
fifty if ſhe's a day. 


outſide I dont think ſhe looks more. 
„Sir Ben. Oh, there's no judging by her looks, ooleſs 
we could ſee her face.. 


L Sneer. Well, if Mrs Evergreen does take ſome pains 


to repair the ravages. of time, ſhe certainly effects it with 
great ingenuity, and furely that's better than the careleſs 
manger in ,which the widow Oaker chalks her wrinkles. 

Sir Benj. Nay, now my Lady Sneerwell, you are too ſe- 
vere upon the widow- - Come, it is not that ſhe paints fo ill, 
but when ſhe has finiſhed, her face, the joins, it ſo badly to 
her neck, that ſhe looks like a mended ſtatue, in which the 
connoifſeur may ſee at once, that the head is though 
the trunk is antique. 

Crob. What do you think of Miſs Simper ? a 

Sir Benj. Why ſhe bas pretty teeth. | 

L Teaz. Yes, and upon that account never ſhuts ber mouth, 


but keeps it always a-jarr, as it were, thus (/bews her teeth. 


Omnes, Ha, ba, ha. 
L Teaz. And, yet I vow that's ks than the pains. Mrs 


Prim takes to conceal the loſſes in front ſhe draws her mouth 
till it reſembles the aperture of a poor box, and all her 


words appear to ſlide out edge · ways as it were, thus 
Hou do you do, madam ? — Tes, madam. | 
I. Sneer. Ha, ha, ba; very well, Lady Teazle—1 
vow you appear to be a little ſevere. 


Mrs Cand. Nay, I'll ſwear two or three and fixty is the 


> 
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L. Teaz. In defence of a friend, you know, it is but 

juſt But here comes Sir Peter to ſpoil our pleaſantry. 
Enter Sir PETER. 

Sir Pet. Ladies your ſervant—mercy upon me The 
whole: ſet—a character dead at every ſentence. [ Aſide. 

Mrs cand. They wont allow good qualities to any one 
not even good nature to our friend Mrs Purſey. 

Crab. What! the old fat dowager that was at Mrs 
Quadriile's laſt night, 

Mrs Cand. Her bulk is ker misfortune; and when'ſhe dkes 
ſuch pains to get red of it, you ought not to reflect on her. 

L Sneer, That's very true indeed. 

L. Teaz. Yes.—I'm told ſhe abſolutely lives upon acids 


and ſmall whey, laces herſelf with pullies; often in the hot- 
reſt day ia ſummer, you will ſee her on a little ſquat poney, 


with her hair platted and turned up like a drammer, and 


away ſhe goes puffing round the ring in a full trot. 


Sir Pet. Mercy on me ! this is her own relation; a per- 
ſon they dine with twice a week. [Afide, 
Mrs Cand. I vow you ſhan't be ſo ſevere upon the dowager ; 
for let me tell you, great allowances are to be made for a 


woman who ſtrives to paſs for a flirt at fix and thirty. 


L Sneer Though ſurely ſhe's handfome ſtill; and for 


the weakneſs in her eyes, conſidering how much the reads 
by candle light, 'tis not to be wondred at. x 


Mrs Cand Very true; and for her manner, I think it ve- 
ry graceful, conſidering fhe never had any education; for 
her mother, you know, was a Welch milliner, and her fa- 


ther a ſugar-baker at Briſtol. 


Sir Benj Aye, you are both of ye tao good natured, 
Mrs Cand Well, I never will join in the ridicule of 'a 


friend; ſo I tell my couſin Ogle, ane ye all know You! 


retenfions ſhe has to beauty. 

Crab She has the oddeſt countenance—a collection af 

features from all the corners of the globe. 

Sir Ben. She has indeed, an lrith front. 

Crab. Caledonian locks, 

Sir Benj. Dutch noſe. 

Crab. Auſtrian lips. 

gir Benf. The complexion of a Spaniard, 

C3 
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: Crab And teeth a la Chinoiſe, 
Sir Benj In ſhort, her face reſembles a table drote at 
Spa, where no two gueſis are of a nation. 
Crab. Or a Congreſs at the cloſe of a general war, where 
every member ſcems to have a different intereſt, and the 
noſe and the chin are the only parties likely to Join iſſue. 
Sir Ben. Ha, ha, ha. 
L. Sneer. Ha, ha Well, I vow you are a couple of 
provoking toads. 
Mrs dend. Well, I vow you ſhan' 8 N me laugh fo, 
— me tell you that, Mrs Ogle. 
Sir Pet. Madam, madam, tis impoſſible to ſtop thoſe 
good gentlemen's tongues ; but when I tell you, Mrs Can- 


dour, that the lady they are ſpeaking of is a particular friend 


of mine, I hope you will be ſo good as not to o undertake her 
defence. © 

L. Sneer. Well ſaid, Sir Peter; but you are a cruel 
creature, too phlegmatic yourſelf for a wit, and too peeviſh 
to allow it to others. 

Sir Pet. True wit, madam, is more nearly allied to good 
nature than you are aware of. 

"1... Yoaz: True, Sir Peter; I believe they are ſo near a 
kin that they can never be onited. | 

ar Benj. Or rather, madam, ſuppoſe them to be man 
and wife, one ſo ſeldom ſees them together. 

L. Teaz. But Sir Peter i is ſuch an enemy to ſcandal, I 
believe he would have it put down by parliament. 

Sir Pet. Foregad, madam, if they conſidered the ſpor- 
ting with reputations of 'as much conſequence as poaching on 
manors, and paſſed an act for the preſervation of fame, they 
would find many would thank them for the bill. 

L. Sneer, O lud — dir Peter would deprive us of our 
—_———_— 

Sir Pet. Yes, madam ; and none ſhould then have the li- 
berty to kill characters, and ran down reputations, but Pri- 
vileged old maids, and diſappointed widows. 

L. Sneer. Go, you monſter ! 

Mrs Cand. But ſurely you would not be ſo ſevere on thoſe 
who only report what they hear? 

Sir Pet. Yes, madam, i would have law for them too; and 
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wherever the drawer of the lie was not to be found, the injured. 
party ſhould have a right to come on any of the indorſers. 
Crab, Well, I verily believe there never was a ſcandal- 
ous ſtory without ſame foundation. 
Sir. Pet. Nine out of ten are formed on . malicious 
invention, or idle repreſentation. | 
I. Sneer. Come, ladies, ſhall we ſit down to cards | in the 
next room ? 

Enter a IJ VAN r, who whiſpers Sir PETER. 
Sir Pet. I'll come direQly——VIL ſteal away unperce v 
| - [4 Aſide. 

L Sneer. Sir Peter, you're not leaving us. 

Sir Pet. I beg pardon, ladies, tis particular vil 
and I muſt—ButI leave my character behind m. S 


* Sir Benji. Well, certainly Lady Teazle, that lord of y. Ours 


is a ſtrange being; I could tell you ſome ftories of hm wo 


make you laugh heartily, if he was not your hofband. 


L Teaz. Oh, neyer mind tbat— I his way. : 
[They walk up an J exeunt. 

Joſ. You take no pleaſure in this ſociety. 

Mar. How can II If to raiſe a malicious ſmile at the 


misfortunes and infirmities of thoſe who are unhappy, e 


roof of wit and humour, Heaven grant me a double ports 
of dulneſs. 

7%. And yet they have no malice in their hearts. 

Mar. Thea it is the more inexcuſable, ſince nothing but 
an ungovernable rene of heart could tempt them to ſuch 
a pradlice. 

Jas. And is it poſſible, Maria, that you c can thus feel for 
others, and yet be cruel to me alone 9 Ils hope to be. denied 
the tendereſt paſſion ? 

Mar. Why will you perſiſt to perſecute me on a ſubiec 
on which you have long ſince known my ſentiments. 

Jo. Oh, Maria, you would not be thus deaf to we, but 
that Charles, that libertine, is ſtill a favoured rival. 

Mar. Ungenerouſly urged ! but whatever my ſentiments 


are, with regard to that unfortunate young man, be aſſured, 


1 ſhall not cooſider myſelf more bound to give him ap, be- 
cauſe his misfortunes have loft him the regards c ven of a 
brother—[Going g cut. 
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/. Nay, Marria, you ſhall not leave me with a frown:; 
by all that's honeſt 1 ſwear—[Kneels, and /ees Lady Teaz. 
le entering behind] Ah! Lady Teazle, ah! you ſhalt not 
ſtir—[To Marria] I have the greateſt regard in the world 
for Lady Teazle, but if Sir Peter was once to ſuſpect 
Mar. Lady Teazle ! | | 
L. Traz. What is all this, child? Yon are wanting in tr 
the next room. [Exit Maria] — What is the meaning al 
of all this ?!——What ! did you take her for me 
Foſ. Why, you muſt'know—Maria—by ſome means ſuſ- tl 
pecting the — great regard I entertain for your ladyſnip e. 
was —was threateting if I did not deſiſt, to acquaint Sir 
Peter — and I—I--was juſt reaſoning with her | 
L. Teaz You ſeem to have adopted a very tender method tt 
of 'reaſoning—pray, do you' uſually argue on your knees? 
Je. Why, you know, ſhe's but a child, and I thought a 1 
little bombaſt might be uſeful to keep her ſilent.— But, my 
dear Lady Teazle. when will you come and give me your o- 1 
- pinion of my library. 9 
L. Teaz. Why, I really begin to think it not ſo proper : 
and you know I admit you as loyer no farther than faſhion 
dictates. 
Jo. Oh, no more; —à mere Platonic Ciceſbo, that c 
every lady is entitled to. E 
L. Teaz. No further=—and though Sir Peter's treat- | 
] 


ment may make me uneaſy, it ſhail never provoke me 
Fof. To the only revenge in your power. | 
L Teaz. Go, you inſinuating wretch——but we ſhall Wa 

de miſfed, let us join the company. | 1 
Fof. I follow your ladyſhip. = 
L. Teaz. Don't ſtay long, for I promiſe you Maria 

ſlian't come to hear any more of your reaſoning. ſExit, 
Joſ. à pretty fitvation l am in—by gaining the wife [ 


| mall loſe the heireſs——T at firſt intended to make her lady- 
3h ſhip only the inſtrument in my deſigns on Maria, but — 
I don't know how it is—1 am become her ſerious admirer. 
I vegin now to wiſh I had not made a point of gaining ſo 
"very good a character, for it has brought me into ſo many 

i confounded rogueties, that I fear I fhail be expoſed ar laſt. 
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SCENE Sir PETERS, TEAETE'S Houſe, 


Enter Sir Oi IvER and RowWIE XT. 
| Sir Oliv. Ha, ha, and ſo my old friend is married at 
laſt, eh Rowley and to a young, wife out, of the coun- 
try, ha, ha, ha, That he ſhould buff to old batehelors ſo long, 
and ſink into a huſband at laſt. | 
|  Rowl. But let me beg of you, fir, not to rally bim upon 
the ſubject, for he cannot bear it, though he has been matri- 
ed theſe ſeven months. | 
Sir Oliv. Then he bas been juſt half a year on the ſtool 
& of- repentance. Poor Sir Peter! But you ſay he has en- 
tirely given up Charles — never ſees him, eh? 
X FRow!l. His prejudice. againſt. him is aſtoniſniog, and I be- 
lieve is greatly aggravated by a ſuſpicion of a connection be- 
tween Charles and lady Teazle, and ſuch a report I know has 
been circulated and kept up, by means of Lady Sneerwell, 
3 and a ſcandalous party who. aſſociate at her houſe,; where, I 
am convinced, if there is any partiality in the caſe, Joſeph- 
; oh is, the favourite. . 
Sir Oliv. Aye, aye.—l know there are a ſet of mi ſchiev- 
ons prating goſſips, both male and female. who murder cha- 
racters to kill time, and rob a young fellow of his good name, 
t- before he has ſenſe enough to knew the value of it ;------But 
I am not to be prejudiced agaiaſt my nephew, by any ſuch, I' 
= promiſe y0u------No, no, if Charles has done nothing falſe 
or mean, I ſhall compound for his extravagance. 
2 | Roaul. I rejoice, ſtr, to hear you ſay ſo; and am happy to 
X find the ſon of my old. maſter, has one friend. left however. 
a Sir Oliv. What! ſhall I forget, maſter Rowley, when 1 


;, 7 was at his years myſelf.;——egad, neither my brother nor I 
1 MF vere very prudent youths, and yet ] believe, you. have not 
8 ſeen many better men than your old maſter was. 8 


3 Rewdl. Tis that reflection, I build my hopes on and, my 
te ont Charles will prove deſerving of your kindneſs 
p P 


But here comes Sir Peter. 


0 : 

y | Enter Sir PETER. 

. Sir Pet. Where is he? Where is Sir Oliver ?—Ah, my 
„ dear friend, I rejoice to ſee you !------ You. ate welcome te 


England a thouſand and a thouſand times 1 
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Sir Oliv. Thank you, thank you, Sir Peter und Tam 


glad to find you ſo well, believe me. 
Sir Pet. Ah. Sir Oliver !----It's fixteen years f ſince laſt 


we ſaw each other many a bout we have had MEN | in | 
our time ! | 
Sir Oliv. Aye! I have had my ſhare.------But whit, I 


find you are married—hey old boy ! ----- Well, well, it can't 
be helped, and fo I wiſh you joy with all my heart. 
Sir Pet. Thank you, thank you- es, Sir Oliver, Thave 
- entered into that happy ſtate—but we won't talk of that now. 
Sir Oliv. That's true Sir Peter, old friends ſhould not 
begin upon grievances at their firſt meeting, no, no, no. 
Rol. L Afide to Sir Oliver] Have a care fir don't 
touch upon that ſubject. 
Sir Ov. Well, 
wild young rogue, 
Sir Pet. Oh, my dear friend, J grieve at your diſappoint- 
meant there=—Chuirles 1 is, indeed, a fad libertine—but no mat- 


ſo one of my nephews, I find, is a 


ter, Joſeph will make you _ amends—cvery body ſpeaks 


well of him 

Sir Oliv. IT am very ſorry to hear it ; he has too good 7 
character to be an honeſt fellow. Every body ſpeaks well of 
him pſnhaw— then he has bowed as low to knaves and fools, 
as to the honeſt dignity of genius and virtue. 

Sir Pit. What the plague! are you angry with Joſeph 
for not making enemies ? 

Sir Oliv. Why not, if he has merit thowgh todeſerve them. 

Sir Pet. Well, wel. ſee him, and you'll be convinced 
how worthy he is. —He' s a Pattern for all the young men of 
the age.——He's a man of the nobleſt ſentiments. | 

Sir Oliv. Oh! plague of his ſentiments if he ſalutes 
me with a ſcrape of morality in his mouth I ſhall be fick di- 
rectly.— But don't however miſtake me, Sir Peter, I don't 
mean to defend Charles errors; but before I form my judg- 
ment of either of them, I intend to make a trial of their 
hearts, and my friend Rowley and I have REES ſomething 
for thit purpoſe. 

Sir Pet. My life on Joſeph' 5 hongdy: 

Sir Oliv. Well, well, give us a bottle of good wine, and 
We Il drink your lady's health, and tell you all our ſchemes. 
Sir Pet. Alons— donc. 
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Sir Oliv. And don't, Sir Peter, be too ſevere againſt 
your old iriend's ſon—Odds my life, I am not ſorry he has 
run a little out of the courſe—for my part, I hate to ſee pru- 
dence clinging to the green ſuckers of youth; tis like ivy 
tound the ſaplin, and ſpoils the grouth of the tree, [Exeunt. 


4 r ut 
SCENE sir PRrix's Houſe. 
Enter Sir Px TER, Sir Or1ves and RowLEY, 


Sir PETER, 
"ELL, well, we'll ſee this man firſt, and then have our 
wine afterwards, But Rowley, 1 don't ſee the jeſt 
of your ſcheme. 

Rowl. Why, Gr, this Mr Stanley was a near relation of 
their mother's, and formerly an eminent merchant in Dublin 
— he failed in trade, and is greatly reduced; he has applied 
by letter to Mr Surface and Charles for Aüöällanee-- from the 
former of whom he has received nothing but fair promiſes; 
while Charles, in the midſt of his own diſtreſſes, is at pre- 
ſent endeavouring to raiſe a ſum of money, part of which I 
know he intends for the uſe of Mr Stanley. 

Sir Oliv. Aye—he's my brother's ſon. 

Roꝛul. Now, ſir, we propoſe, that Sir Oliver ſhall viſit 
them both, in the character of Mr Stanley ; as I have in- 
formed them he has obtained leave of his creditors to wait on 
his friends in perſon—and in the younger, believe me, you'll 
find one, who, in the mid'lt of diſfipation and extravagance, 
has (till, as our immortal bard expreſſes it, A tear fer pity, 
and a hand open as day for melting charity. 

Sir Pet, What ſignifies his open hand and purſe, if he has | 
nothing to give. But where is this perſon you were ſpeaking of? 

Rowl. Below, fir, waiting your commands You mult 
know, Sir Oliver, this is a friendly Jew ; one who, to do 
him juſtice,has done every thiog iu his power to aſſiſt Charles 
— Who waits [Enter a Servant] defire Mr Moſes to 
Walk up [Exit Servant. 
Sir Pet. But how are you ſure he'll ſpeak truth? 
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Rowl. Why, f ir, I have perſuaded him, there's no proſpect 
of his being 8 ſeveral ſums he has advanced for Charles, 
but through t e bounty of Sir Oliver, who he knows, is in 
town; therefore, you- may depend on his beiog faithful to his 


interell— Oh! 1 here comes the honeſt Iſraelite. 


Enter Moszs. | | 
Sir Oliver, this is Mr Moſes. Mr Moſes, this is Sir Oliver. 

Sir Oliv. 1 underſtand you have lately had great dealings 
with my nephew Charles. 

Mof. Yes Sir Oliver have done all I could for him 
but he was ruined before he came to me for aſſiſtance. 

Sir Oliv. That was unlucky truly, for you had nc oppor- 
tunity of ſhewing your talent. 
 Mef. None at all; I had not the plesſure of knowing his 
diſtreſſes, till he was ſome thouſands worſe than nothing. 

Sir, Oliv. Unforturate indeed! But I oppoſe you have 
done all in your power for, him, 

Moſ. Yes, he knows that—This very evening I was 
to have brought him a gentleman from the city, who does 
not. know him, a and will advance him ſome monies. 

Sir Pet. What! a perſon that Charles has never borrowed 
money of before, lend him any in bis preſent circumſtances. 

. Les 

Sir. Oliv. What is the Gentleman's name? 

Me, Mr Premium, of Cratched Friars, formerly a broker, 

Sir Pet. Does he know Mr Premium! ES. 

Moſ. Not at all. 

Sir Pet. Thought ſtrikes me—Suppoſe, Sir Oliver, you 
was to viſit him in that character; Furl be much better than 
the romantic one of an old relation ; you will then have an 


opportunity of ſeeing Charles in all his glory. 


Sir Oliv, Egad I like that idea better than the other, 
and then I may viſit Joſeph afterwards as old Stanley. | 

Rowl. Gentleman, this is taking Charles rather unawares; 
but Moſes, you underſtand Sir Oliver, and I dare ſay vill 
be faithful. | 

Moſ. You may depend upon me. This is very near the 
time I was to have gone. 

Sir Oliv, I'll accompany you as ſoon as you pleaſe, Moſes 
— But hold I had forgot one thiog—how the plague. 
Mall I be able to _ bor a Jew? | 
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Ne. There is no need—the principal is a Chriſtaan. | 

Sir Oliv ls he? I am very forry for it But then again, 
am I not too ſwartly dre ſſed 10 look like a money lender? 

Sir Pet. Not at allit would not be out of character if 
you went. in your own chariot: would it, Moſes? 

Mof. Not in the leaſt. 

Sir Oliv. Well, but how maſt I talk ? There's certainly 
ſome cant of uſury, or mode of treating, that [ ought to know. 

Sir Pet. As | take it Sir Oliver, the great point is to 
be exorbitant in your demands —Eh, Moſes ? . 

 Mof. Yes, dat is very great point. 

Sir Oliv. I'll anſwer for't I'll not be wanting in that, 


g eight or ten per cent. on the loan at leaſt. | 
Moſ. Oh! if you aſk him no more as dat you'll be diſ- 


covered immediately. 

Sir Oliv. Hey, what the Slee —bs much then ? 

Moſ. That depends upon the circumſtances —if he appears 
not very anxious for the ſupply, you ſhould require only 
| forty or fifty per cent. but if you find him in great diſtreſs, 
and he wants money very bad you muſt aſk double, 

Sir Pet. Upon my word, Sir Oliver 
mean it s a very pretty Wade you're learning, 

Sir Oliv. Truly I think ſo ; and not unprofitable. 
 Mof. Then you know you have not the money yourſelf, 
but are forced to borrow it of a friend. 

Sir Oliv. O ! I borrow it for him of a friend---do I? 

M2. Yes, and your friend's an unconſcionable dog but 
you cant't help dat. 

Sir Civ. Oh ! my friend's an yaconſcionable dog---is he? 

Mop. And then he himſelf has not the monies by him, 
| but is forced to fel] ſtock at a great loſs. 

Sir Oliv. He's forced to ſell ſtock at a great loſs, — 
well, really, that's very kind of him. 


Sir Pet. But hark' ye, | Moſes, if ſir Oliver was to rail a little 


at the annuity bill, don't you think it would have a good. effect. 
Moſ. Very much. 

Rewl. And lament that a young man muſt now come to years 
of diſcretion, before he has it in his power to tuin bimſelf. 
Moj. Aye! a great pity. 

"WH 3 
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' Ar Pet. Les and abuſe the public for allowing merit to 2 
a bill, whoſe only object was to preſerye youth apd inexperi- 
ence Gow the rapacious gripe of uſury, and to give the young 
heir an opportunity of enjoying his fortune, without being | 
ruined by coming into profeſſion. 

Sir Oliv. So,—ſo—, Moſes ſhall give me further in- 
ſtructions as we go together. 

Sir Per. You'll ſcarce have time to learn your trade, far 
Charles lives but hard by. 

Sir Oliv. Oh! never fear —my tutor appears ſo able, 
that tho' Charles lived in the next ſtreet, it muſt be my own 
fault if I am not a complete rogue before I have turned the 
corner. [Exeunt Sir Oliver and Moſes. 

Sir Pet. So Rowley, you ſhould have been partial, and 
given Charles notice of our plot. 

Rowl. No indeed, Sir Peter, 

Sir Pet. Well, I ſee Maria coming, I want to have 
ſome talk with ber. | [Exit Rowley. 

Vnter Manna, © 


80 Maria, What, is Mr Surface come home with you ? 


Mar. No, fir, he was engaged. 

Sir Pet. Maria, I wiſh you were more frnfible. to his excel · 
lent qualities, does not every time you are in his company 
convince you of the merit of that amiable young man ? 
Mar. You know, Sir Peter, I have oſten told you, that 
of all the men who have paid me a particular attention, there 
not one I would not ſooner prefer, than Mr Surface. 

Sir Pet. Aye, aye, this blindneſs to his merit proceeds 


| from your attachment to that profligate brother of his. 


Mar. This is unkind ; yon know, at your requeſt, I hare 
forborn to ſee or correſpond with him, as I have long been con- 
vinced he is unworthy my regard ; but while my reaſon con- 


demns his vices, my heart ſugpeſts forte pity for his misfortunes, 


Sir Pet. Ah! you had beſt reſolve to think of him vo 


more, but give your heart and hand to a worthier object. 


Mar. Never to his brother. 
Sir Pet. Have a care, Maria, I have not yet made you know 
what the authority of a guardian is, don't force me to exert it. 
Mar, 1 know, that for a ſhort rime 1 am to obey you 28 
my father, — but muſt ceaſe 10 think you fo, when you would 
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compel me to be miſerable. [Exit in tears. 
Sir Pet. Sure never man was plagued as Lam; I had not 


| been married above three weeks, beforc her father, a heal, 


hearty man died, -- on, purpoſe; to plague me with the care of 
his daughter: but here comes my help mate, ſhe ſeems in migh- 


ty good humour; I wiſh I could teaze her into loving me a little. 


Enter Lady TEAZLE. 
L. Teaz What's the matter, Sir Peter? What have 
on done to Maria? It is not fair to quarrel and I not by. 
Sir Pet. Ah! Lady Teazle, it is in your power to put. 
me into a good bumour at any time, 
L. Teaz. Is it? I am glad of it for I want you to be 


in a monſtrous god humour now; come do be good humou- 


red, and let me have two hundred pounds. 
Sir Pet. What the plague! can't I be in a good humour 
without paying for it, — but look always thus, and you ſhall 


want for nothing. (Pulls cut a paocket-bockh) There, 


there's two hundred pounds for you, (going te kiſs) now 
ſeal me a bond for the repayment. | 
L. Teaz. No, my note of hand will do as well. 
[Giving her hand. 
Sir Pet. Well, well, 1 muſt be ſatisfied with that---you 


{ſhan't much longer reproach me for not having made you a 


proper lettlement - intend ſhortly to ſurprize you. 

L. Teaz. Do you? You can't think Sir Peter, how good 
humour becomes you; now you look juſt as you did before. I 
married you. 

Sir Pet. Do I indeed ? 

IL. Teaz. Don't you remember when you uſed to walk 
with me under the elms, and tel] me ſtories of what a gallant 
| you were in your youth, and aſked me if I could like an old 
fellow, who could deny me nothing. 

4 Sir Pet. Aye, and you were ſo attentiye and obliging ta me 
en. 

L. Teaz. Aye, to be ſore 1 was, and uſed to take your 
part againſt all my acquaintance; and when my couſin Sophy 
uſed to laugh at me, for thinking of marrying a man old 
enough to be my father, and call you an ugly, (tiff, formal 
old batchelor, I contradicted her, and ſaid I did not think you 
ſo vply by any means, and that 1 dar'd ſay, you would 
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make a good fort of a husband. 


Sir Pet. That was very kind of vou. Well, and you 
were not millaken, you have found it ſo, have nor you ? 
But ſhall we always live thus happy * ? 

L. Teaz. With all my heart;---Pm—T don't care how 


ſoon we leave off quarrelling- provided you will own you 


are tired firſt, 

Sir Pet. With all my heart. 

L. Teaz. Then we ſhall be as happy as the Gay is' long, 
and never, never,---never quarrel more. 

Sir Pet. Never never — never and let our future con · 
teſt be, who ſhall be moſt obliging. 

L. Teaz. Aye 


Sir Pet. But, my dear Lady Teazble my love indeed 


you muſt keep a ſtri watch over you temper for, joy 
know, my dear, that in all our diſputes and quarre! s, you 
always begin firſt. 


L. Teaz. No, no, Sir Peter, my dear, tis always you 


that begins. 
Sir Pet. No, no—no ſuch thing. | 
L. Teaz. Have a care, this is not the way to live happy, 


if you fly out thus. 


Sir. Pet. No, no tis you. 

L. Teaz, No—tis you. 

Sir. Pet. Zounds ! I fay tis you. 

L. Teaz. Lord! I beer fi, ſuch a 1 
juſt what my couſin Sophy told me. 


Sir Pet. Your couſin Sophy is a forward, ſaucy, imper. 2 


tinent minx. 
L. Teaz You are a very great bear, 1 am ſure, to a- 


buſe my relatiot s. 


Sir Pet. But l am very well ſerved for marrying you— 
a pert, forward, rural coquetie; "Who had refuſed half the 
honeſt 'ſquires.in the country. 

S. Teaz. I am ſure 1 was a great fool for marrying you 
—a af, crop, dangling old batchelor, who was unmarrjed 


at fiſty, becavſe no body would have him. 


Sir Pet. "You was very glad to have me——you never 
had foch an offer before. 
I. Teaz. Oh, yes 1 had—there was Sir Tivey Terrier, 
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who every body ſaid would be a better match; for his eſtate 
was full as good as yours, and —he has broke his neck ſigce 
we were married. | 

Sir Pet. Very—very, well madam—you're. an ungrateſul 
woman; and may, plagues light on me, if Lever try.to be friends 
with you again — You. ſhall haye a, ſeparate maintainance. 

L. Teaz. By all means a ſeparate. maigtainance. | 

Sir Pet. Very well, madam—Ob, very well, Aye, ma- 
dam, and I believe the ſtories of you and Charles —of you 
and Charles, Madam, were not without foundation, 

L. Teaz. Take care, Sir Peter; take care what you ſay, 
for won't be ſuſpected without a cauſe, I promiſe you. 

Sir Pet. A diyorce,— So 

L. Teaz. Aye, a divorce. 

Si.r Pet Aye zounds! I'll make an example of myſelf 
for the beneſit of all old batchelors. 

L. Teaz. Well, Sir Peter I ſee you are going to be in a 
paſſion, ſo I'll leave you, and when you come properly to 
your temper, we ſhall be the happieſt couple in the world; 
and never—never—quarrel more. Ha, ha, ha, [Exit. 

Sir Pet. What the devil! can't I make her angry, neither-- 
I'll after her---Zounds:--ſhe muſt not preſume to keep her 
temper. No, no.---ſhe may break my heart---but damn 
it---I'm determined ſhe ſhan't keep her temper. [Exit. 


SCENE CHnaRrcLKs?'s Houſe, 
Enter TRie, Sir OLIVER and Mosts. 
Trip. This way, gentlemen, this way —Moſes, what's 
the gentleman's name? | 8 


. £ 


Sir Oliv. Mr Moſes, what's my name ? [4/ige, 
Mo. Mr, Premium 5 
Trip. Oh, Mr Premium, —very well. [Exit. 


Sir Oliv. To judge by the ſervant, one would not imagine 


the maſter was ruined---Sure this was my brother's houſe, 
Maſ. Yes, fir,---Mr Charles bouglit it of Mr Joſeph, with 
furniture, pictures, &c. juſt as the old gentleman left it. 
Sir Peter thought it a great piece of extrayagance in him, 
Sir Oliv. In my mind the other's oeconomy in felling it 


to him, was more reprehenſible by half. 
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Dor a Pot obit on his bleu and ſilyer, New theſe, with a 


Enter Tair. 

Trip. Gentlemen, my maſter is very ſorry he has com- 
pany at preſent, and cannot ſee you. 

Sir Oliv, If he krew who it was that wanted to ſee him; 
perhaps he would not have ſent fuch a meſſage. 

Trip, Oh! Tes, I told who it was did not forget my 
little Premium, no, no. 

Sit Oliv. Very well, fir ; and pray what may your name be? 
Trip. Trip, fir; Trip, at your ſervice. 
Sir Oliv. Very well, Mr Trip Lon have a pleaſant 


fort of a place here, 1 gueſs. 


Trip. Pretty well — There are four of us, who paſs our 
tithe agreeably enough—Our wages, indeed, are but ſmall, 
and ſometimes a little in arrear— We have but fifty guineas 
4 year, and find our own bags and bonquets. 

Sir Oliv. Bags and bonquets !—Halters and baſtinadoes ! 
Tip. Oh. Moſes, hark'ye—did you get that little bill 
diſcounted for me ? 

Sir O/iv. Wants to raiſe money too /— Mercy on me !— 
He has diſtreſſes, I warrant, like a lord, and affects credi- 
tors and duns. LAlide. 

e Twas not to be done, indeed; Mr Trip. 

[Gives the note. 

Trip. No! Why I thought when my friend Bruſh had 


fet his mark on it, it was as good as caſh, 


Meof. No, indeed, it would not do. 

Trip. Perhaps you could get it done by way of annuity, 

Sir Oliv. An annuity -A footman raiſe money by an- 
nuiy!— Well ſaid luxury, egad. [hdr 

Mof. Well, but you muſt inſure your place. 

Trip. Oh! I'll inſure my life, if you pleaſe. 

Sir Oliv. That's more than I would your neck. Aide. 

Trip. Well, but I ſhould like to have it done before this 


damn'd regiſter takes place; one would not wiſh to have one's 


name made public. 

777 No een, is there nothing you could de- 
Pofit ? 

Trip. Why, there's none of my maſter's cloaths will fall 
very ſoon, I believe; but I can give a mortgage on ſome of 
bis winter ſvits, with equity of redemption before Chriſtmas 
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few pair of point ruffles, by way of ſecurity, (bell rings) 
coming, coming. Gentlemen, if you'll walk this way, per- 
haps I may iatroduce you now. — Moſes, don't forget the 
annuity—I'Il infure my place my little fellow. 

Sir Oliv. If the man is the ſhadow of the maſter, this 


| is the temple of diſſipation indeed. [Exeunt omnes. 


CrarLEs CARZLESS. Sir Tony, and Gentlemen, diſ- 
covered drinking. 


Char. Ha, ha, ha. fore heaven you are in the 
right—the degeneracy of 1 the age is aſtoniſhiog ; there are 


many of our acquaintance who are men of wit, genius and 


ſpirit, but then they won't drink. 

Care. True, Charles; they ſink into the more ſubftanti- 
al laxuries of the table, and quite neglect the dottle. 

Char. Right—beſides, ſociety ſuffers by it; for inſtead 


of the mirth and humour that uſed to mantle over a bottle 


of Burgundy, their converſation is as inſipid as the Spa wa- 
ter they drink, which has the all the partneſs of Cham- 
paigne, without its ſpirit or flavour. 

Sir Toby. But what will you ſay to thoſe who prefer play 
to the bottle? — There's Harry, Dick, and Careleſs him- 
ſelf, who are under a a hazard regimen. 

Char. Pſha ! no ſuch thing What, would you train a 
horſe for the courſe by keeping from corn? Let me throw 
upon a bot'le of Burgundy, and I never loſe; at leaſt I 
never feel my loſs, and that's the ſame thing. 

if. Gent. True; beſides, 'tis wine determines if a man 
be really in love. 

Char. So it is Fill up a dozen of bumpers to a dozen 
deauties, and ſhe that floats at the top, is the & girl that has 
bewitched you, 

Care. But come, Charles, you have not given us your 
real favourite. 

Char. Faith I have with held her only in compaſſion to 
you, for if 1 give her, you muſt toaft a round of her peers, 


which is impoſſible, & ghs) on earth. 


Care. We'll toaſt 
to match her. | 


ome heathen nh. or celeſtial goddeſs, 
E 
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' Char, Why then bumpers—buwpers all round——Here's 
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1h. Gent. 2 pſha, gise us her firname. 

Char. Pcha — ang ber ſir name, that's too formal to 
be regiſtered in love's kalendar. 

1. Gent. Maria then—Here's Maria. 

Sir Toby. Maria—Come here's Maria. 

Char Come. Sir Toby, have a care; you muſt give 
a beauty ſuperlative. 

Sir Toby. Then I'll give . 8 
* Care: Nay, never heſitate. But Sir Toby has got a 
ſong that will excuſe him. 

Omnes: The * loty; 
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Here's s to the maiden of bluſhing fifteen, 
Now to the widow of fifty; : 
Here's to the flaunting, - extravagant queen, 
And then to the houſzwife that's thriſty. 
Let the toaft paſs, drink to the 2-8 
1 warrant ſhel find an excuſe forthe glaſs, 
Here's to the charmer whoſe dimples we prize, 
Now to the damfel with none, fir ; | 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And now to the nymph with but one, fir, 
Let the toaſt paſs, . 5 
Here's to the maid with her boſom of ſnow, . 
Now to her that's as brown as a berry; | 
Here's to the wife with her face full of woe, 
And now to the damſel that's merry. 
Let the toaft paſs, &c. 
For let them be clumſy, or let them be ſlim, 
-. Young or ancient I care not a feather ; 
| So fill us a bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e en let us toaſt them together. 


Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Tarr Enters and whitders Cranes. 


Charles. Gentlemen, I muſt beg your pardon ; [ri/ 1211 
mult leave you upon bulineſs——Carcleſs, take the chair. 
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Car. What, this is ſome wench, but we won't loſe you for her. 

Charles, No, upon my honour—lt is only a Jew and a 
broker i are come by appointment. 

Care. A Jew and a broker! we ll bave em in. 

Charles Then deſire Mr Moſes to walk in. 

Trip. And little Premium too, fir. | 

Gare. Aye, Moſes and Premium. [Exit Trip] Charles 
we'll give the raſcals ſome generous Burgundy. 

Charles. No, hang it—wine but draws forth the natural 
qualities of a man's heart, and to make them drink, would 
only be to whet their knavery. 

Enter Sir OuiveR and MosEs. | 

Walk in; gentlemen, walk in; Trip, give chairs; fit 


down Mr Premium, fit down Moſes. _ Glaſſes, Trip; come, 


Moſes, I'll give you a ſentiment. © Here's ſucceſs to 
uſury.” Moſes, fill the gentleman a bumper. 
MM &« Here's ſucceſs to uſury,” 

Car. True, Charles, uſury is induſtry, and deſerves to ſucceed. | 
Sir Oliv. Then here's © All the ſucceſs it deſerves.” 
Care. Oh, dam'me fir, that won't do; you demur to 

the toaſt, and ſhall driok it in a point bumper at leaſt. 
Meſ. Oh, pray fir, conſider Mr Premium is a gentleman. 
Care. And therefore loves good wine, and [']] lee Juſtice 
done to the bottle. —Fill, Moſes, a quart. 

Char. Pray, conſider gentlemen, Mr Premium is a ſtranger. : 
Sir Gliv. I wiſh I was out of their company. [Afide, 
Care. Come along my boys, if they wont drink with us, 

we'll not ſtay with them; the dice are in the next room— 
You'll ſettle your buſineſs, Charles. and come to uus. 
Charles. Aye, aye—But, Careleſs, you mult be ready, 
perhaps I may have occaſion for you. 
Care. Aye, aye, bill, bond, or annuity, tis all +"; ſame 
ta m6: [Exit with the reft. 
| Mo. Mr Premium is a gentleman of the ſtricteſt honour 
and ſecrecy, and always performs what he undertakes——Mr 

Premium, this is———(formally.) 

Charles. *Pihaw ! hold your tongue My friend, Moſes, ſir, 
is a very honeſt fellow, but a little ſlow at exprefſion---I ſhall 
cut the matter very ſhort ;----I'm an extravagant young fel. 
low that wants to borrow money; and you, as I take it, arg 
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a prudent old fellow who has got money to lend—T am fuch 
a fool as to give fifty per cent. rather than go without it; 
and you, I ſuppoſe, are rogue enough to take an hundred if 
you can get it. And now we underſtand one another, and 
may proceed to buſineſs without further ceremony. 

Sir, Cliv. Exceeding frank, upon my yord---I ſee you 
are nat a man of compliments. 

Charles. No, fir.” 

Sir Oliv. Sir, I like you the better for it · However you 
are miſtaken in one thing; I have no money to lend, but I 
believe I could procure you ſome from a friend; but then 
he's a damn'd unconſcionable dog ; is he not, Moſes ? 

Moſ. But you can't help that. ; 

Sir Oliv. And then, he has not the money by him, but 
* mult ſell ſtock at a great lols. Muſt he not, Moſes ? 

Maſ. Yes, iudeed—You know 1 always ſpeak the truth, 
ang ſcorn to tell a lye. 

Charles. Aye, thoſe who ſpeak truth uſually do--- And ſir, 
1 muſt pay the difference, | ſuppoſe--- Why look ye Mr Pre- 
mium, I know that money is not to be had without pa ying for it. 

Sir Oliv. Well- -but what ſecurity could you give 2---- 
You have opt any land I ſuppoſe ? | 

Carles. Not a mole-hiil, not a twig but what grows. in 
bow-pots out at the windows. | | 
Sir Oliv. Nor any Peck, 1 prefume. 

Charles, None but live ſtock, and they are only a few 
pointers and poinies. Bot pray, fir, are you PAST with _ 
any of my connections? 

Sir Ov. To ſay the truth, I am. 

Charles- Then you muſt have heard that I have a rich 
old uncle in India, Sir Oliver Surface, from whom 1 have 
the greateſt expectations. 

Sir Oliv. That you have a wealthy uncle 1 have heard; 
but how your expectations will tura out is more, I believe, 
than you can tell. 

Charles. Ob yes, I'm told 1 am a monſtrous favourite; 
and that he intends leaving me every thing. 

Sir Oliv. Indeed ! this is the firſt I have heard of it. 

Charles. Yes, yes, he intends making me his heir - 
Does he not, Moſes? © 
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Mof. Oh yes, I'll take my oath of that. 3 
Sir Cliv. Egad they'll perſuade me preſently that I'm at 


Bengal. [ Afide.] 


Charles. Now, what I propoſe, Mr Premium, is to give 
you a poſt abit on my uncle's life. Though indeed my uncle 
Noll has been very kind to me, and upon my ſoul, I ſhall 
be dincerely ſorry to hear any thing has happened bim. 

Sir Oliv. Not more than I ſhould I aſſure you, But the 
bond you mention happens to be the worſt ſecurity you could 


offer me, for I might live to be an hundred, and never recov- 


er the principal. 
Charles. Oh, yes you would, for the moment he dies, 
„ou come upon me for the money. 


Sir Oliv. Then I believe I would be the moſt un me 
dun you ever had io your life. 


Charles. What, you are afraid, my little Premium; 
mz uncle is too good a life. 

Sir 0/1v, No, indeed, I am not; tho' I have heard he's as 
heal, and as hearty, as any man of his years in Chriſtendom. 

Charles. Oh, there you are miſinformed. No---no, poor 
uncle Oliver ! he breaks apace, The climate, fir, has hare 
his conſtitution, and l'm told he's ſo much altered of late, 
that his neareſt relations don't know him. 

Sir Oliv. No] ha, ha, ha; ſo much altered of late, that 
his neareſt ln would not koow him. Ha, ha, ba, 
that's droll egad, 

Charles What, you are pleaſed to hear be is on the de- 
Cline, my little Premium. 

Sir Oliv. No, I am not, — no, no, no. 

Charles. Yes you are, for it mends your chance, 

Sir Oliv. But 1 am told Sir Oliver is comiog over---Nay, 
ſome ſay he is actually arrived. 

Charles. Oh, there you are miſinformed again- No- oe 
ſuch thing · he is this moment at Bengal, What! L muſt 
certainly know better than yoy. 

Sir Oliv. Very true, as you ſay, you malt PEW better 
than 1; though I have it from very good 1 £ 
pot Moſes ? 

A/. Moſt undoubtedly. 

Sir Oliv. But, fir, as 1 . you want a few hund- 
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reds immediately, is there nothing that you would diſpoſe of ? 

Charles. How do you mean? 

Sir Oliv. For inſtance, new; I have heard your father 
left behind him a great quantity of maſſy old plate. 

Charles. Yes, but that's gone long * can in- 
form you how, better than I can. 

Sir Oliv. Good lack ! all the family race cups, and cor- 
poration bowls gone! (4/ide) It was alſo ſuppoſed, that 
his library was one of the molt valuable and compleat, 

Charles. Much too large and valuable for a private gentle- 
man : for my part, I was always of a communicative diſpoſiti- 
on, and thought it apity to keep ſo much knowlege to myſelf. 

Sir Oliv. Mercy on me! knowlege that has run in the 
family like an heir - loom. [LA ſide] And pray, how may 
they have been diſpoſed of ? 

Charles. O! You mult ask the auctioneer chat ·—1 don't 
believe even Moſes can direct you there. 

Moſ. No- -I never meddle with books. 

Sir Oliv. The profligate! LAſide.] And is there no- 
thing you can diſpoſe of? 

Charles. Nothing unleſs you have a taſte for old fa- 
mily pictures. I have a whole room full of anceſtors a- 
bove ſtairs. 

Sir Oliv. Why ſure you would not ſell your-relations ? 

Charles, Every ſoul of them to the beſt bidder, 

Sir Oliv. Not your great uncles and aunts, 

Char. Aye, and my grandfathers and em., | 

Sir Oliv. I'll never forgive him this. [ 4/ide.] Why !— 
—whar ! Do you take me for Shy lock in the play, to 
raiſe money from me on your own fleſh and blood ! 

Gharl. Nay, dont be in a paſſion my little Premiun ; what 
is it to you, if you have your money's worth ? 

Sir Oliv. That's very: true, as you ſay—— Well, well, 
] believe I can diſpoſe of the family canvas. I'll never "i 


give him this. [ 4ſade, 


Enter 8 


care. Come, Charles, what the devil are you doing ſa 


long with the broker ——we are waiting for you. 
Charles. Oh ! Careleſs, you are jult come intime, we are 


to haye a ſale above ſtairs— 1 am going to ſell ali my an- 


ce 
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ceſtors to little Premium, 5 


Care. Burn your anceſtors ! - 
Charles. No, no, he may do that afterwards if he will. 


But Careleſs, you ſhall be audctioneer. 


Car. With all my heart---I handle a hammer as well as 
a dice box - -a going —a going. : | | 

Charles. Bravo !—And Moſes, you ſhall be appraiſer, 
if we want one. | | 

Mef. Ves, I'll be the appraiſer ©” 

Sir Oliv. Oh the profligate ! Aide. 

Charles. but what's the matter, my little Premium? You 
don't ſeem to reliſh this buſineſs. 1 | 

Sir Oliv. (Afefing to laugh) Oh yes, I do, valtly ; ha, 
ha, ba, 1 — 0h the prodigal! [ Aide. 

Charles. Very true; for when a man wants money, who 
the devil can he make free with if he can't with his own re- 
lations, | LExH. 

Sir Oliv. (Following) I'll never forgive him. 


177 Re 
Enter CaarLEs, Sir OriveR, CARE LESS, and Mosts. 


CHARLES. 
ALK ia, gentlemen, walk in; here they are—the 
family of the Surfaces up to the conqueit. 
vir Oliv. And, in my opinion, a goodly collection. 
Charles. Aye, there they are, done in the true ſpirit and 
ityk of portrait painting, and not like your modern Raphaels, 
who will make your picture independent of yourſelf ;—no, 
the great merit of theſe are, the inveterate likeneſs they bear 
to the originals, ' All ſtiff and aukward as they were, and 
like nothing in human nature beſides. | 
Sir Oliv. Oh, we ſhall never ſee ſuch figures of men again. 
Charles. I hope not——You ſee, Mr Premium, what a 
domeſtic man I am; here I ſit of an evening ſurrounded by 
my anceſtors ——But come, let us proceed to buſineſs—To 
your pulpit, Mr Auctioneer— Oh, here's a great chair of 
my father's that ſeems fit for nothing elle, Th 
Care. The very thing—but what ſhall I do for a hammer, 
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Charles? An auctioneer is nothing without a hammer. 

Charles. A hammer! [looking round] Let's ſee, what 
have we here—Sir Richard, heir to Robert—a genealogy 
in full, egad Here, Careleſs, you ſhall have no common 
bit of mahogany) here's the family tree, and now you may 
knock down my anceſtors with their own pedigree, 

Sir Oliv. What an unnatural rogue he is !—— An expert 
facto parricide. [ Aſide.] 5 
Care. Gad, Charles, this is lucky; it will not only 
ſerve for a hammer, but a catalogue too if we ſhould want it, 

Charles. True—Come, here's my great uncle Sir Rich- 
ard Ravelin, a marvellous good general in his day—He 
ſerved in all the Duke of Marlborough's wars, and got that 
cut over his eye at the battle of Malplaquet—— He is not - 
dreſſed out in feathers like our modern captains, but envelop- 
ed in wig and regimentals, as a general ſhould be.— What 
ſay you Mr Premium? 

Mof. Mr Premium would have you ſpeak. 

Charles. Why, you ſhall have him for ten pounds, and 
I'm ſure that's cheap enough for a ſtaff officer. | 

Sir Oliv. Heaven deliver me! his great uncle Sir Rich- 
ard going for ten pounds—[ 4/ide]J— Well, fir, I take him 
at that price. Es Es 
Charles. Careleſs, knock down my uncle Richard. 
Care. Going, going-— a- going gone 

Charles. This is a maiden ſiſter of his, my great aunt 
Deborah, done by Kneller, thought to be one of his belt 
pictures, and eſteemed a very formidable likeneſs. There 
the fits, as a ſhepherdeſs feeding her flock. You ſhall have 
ber for five pounds ten. I'm ſure the ſheep are worth the 
money. | | 

Sir Oliv. Ah, poor aunt Deborah l a woman that ſer ſoc 
a value on herſelf, going for five pounds ten [A ſide]— Well. 
| Gr, ſhe's mine. | 7 1 5 

Charles. Knock down my aunt Deborah, Careleſs. 

Care. Gone. : 

Charles. Here are two couſins of theirs----Moſes, theſe 
pictures were done when beaux wore periwigs, and ladies 
their own hair. | 

Sir Olty. Ves, truly—head dreſſes feem to have been ſome- 
what lower in thoſe days. 


SS”. ET; A.” 
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' Charles, Here's a grandfather of my mother's, a judge well 


known on the weltero circuit, What will you give for him. 

Me. Four guineas. 

Charles. Four guineas ! why you don't bid the price of 
his wig, Premium, you have more reſpect for the wool - ſack; 
do let me knock him down at fifteen, 

Sir Oliv By all means. 

Care. Gone. 

Charles. Here are two brothers, William ard Walter 
Blunt, Eiqrs, both members of parliament, and great ſpeak - 
ers; and what's very extraordinary, I believe this is the fieſt 
time they were ever bought or ſold. 

Sir Oliv. That's very extraordinary indeed 1— I'll take 
them at your own price, for the honour of parliament. 

Charles. Well ſaid, Premium. 

Care. I'll knock them down at forty pounds — Going 
going gone. 

Charles. Here's a jolly, portly fellow; I don't know 
what relation he is to the family ; but he was formerly may- 
or of Norwich, let's knock him down at eight pounds. 

Sir Civ. No, I think fix is enough for a mayor. 

Charles. Come, come, make it guineas, and PR 
you the two aldermen into the bargain, 

Sir Oliv. Fhey are mine. 

Charles. Careleſs, knock down the mayor and aldermen. 

Gare, Gone. 

Charles. But hang it, we ſhall be all day at this rate; come, 
come, give me three hundred pounds, and take all on this 
iide the room in a lump—— That will be the beſt way. | 

Sir Oliv. Well, well, any thing io accomodate you; they 
are mine · But there's one portrait you have always paſſed over. 

Case. What, that little ill- looking fellow over the ſettee. 

Sir Oliv. Ves, fir, tis that 1 mean—but I don't think 
him ſo ill-looking a fellow by any means. 

Charles That's the picture ofmy uncle Sir Oliver---Before he 
went abroad it was done, and is eſteemed a very great likeneſs. 

Care That your uncle Oliver! Then in my opinion you 
never will be friends, for he is one of the moſt ſtern looking 
rogaes i ever beheld; he has an unforgiving eye, and a damn'd 
diſinherning countenance. Don't you think ſo little Premium. 

F 
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Sir. Oliv. Upon my ſoul I do not, fir; I think it as honeſt 
a loaking face as any in the room, dead or alive. — But 1 
ſuppoſe your uncle Oliver goes with the reſt of the lumber, 
Char. No, hang it, the old gentleman has been very good to 

me, and Fl] keep his piQure as long as I have a room to putit in, 

Sir Oltv. The rogue's my nephew after all-—I forgive 
him every thing. LAſide] But ſir, I have ſome how taken 
a fancy to that picture. 

Charles. I am ſorry for it, maſter Broker, for you cer- 
tainly won't have it 3 the devil, have you not got 
enough of the family? 

Sir. Oliv. I forgive him every thing, [Aide] Look'ye, 
fir, I am a ſtrange ſort of a fellow, and when I take a whim 


in my head I don't value money: I'll give you as much for | 


that as for all the reſt. 
Charles. Pr'ythee don't be croubleſame——1 tell you 
I won't part with it, and there's an end on't. 
Sir Oliv. How like his father the dog is--- I did not perceive 
it before, but I think I never ſaw fo ſtrong a reſemblance. 


[4/ de] Well, fir, here's a draft for your ſum. [Giving a bill} 


Chrrles. Why this bill is for eight hundred pounds, 

Sir Qliv. You'll not let Sir Oliver go, then. 

Charles. No, I tell you once for all. 

Sir Oliv. Then never mind the difference, we I balance 
that ſum other time—But give me your hand; [preſſes it] 


you are a damn'd honeſt fellow, Charles—©O lord i I beg 


pardon, fir, for being ſa free Come along Moſes, 

Charles. But hark'ye, Premium, you'll provide good 
lodgings for theſe gentlemen, [Going.] 

Sir Oliv l' ſend for em in a day or two. 

Char. And pray let it be a genteel conveyance, for Leffare 
you moſt of em have been uſed to ride in their own carriages, 

Sir Oliv. I will for all but Oliver. 

Charles. For all but the honeſt little Nabob. 

vir Oliv. You are fixed on that. 

Charles. Peremptorily. 

Sir Oliv. Ah the dear extravagant ns 40 de] Good 
day, fir. Come, Moſes.—Now let me ſee who dares call 
him profligate. [Exit with Moſes. 

Care. Why, Charles, this is the very prince of brokers. 
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Charles. 1 wonder where Moſes got acquainted with fo 
honeſt a fellow. —Bur, Careleſs, ſtep into the company; 
I'll wait on you preſently, I ſee old Rowley coming. 
Gore. But hark' ye, Charles, don't let that fellow make 
you part with any of that money to diſcharge muſty old debts. 
'Fradeſmen, you Know, are the mot A ITT people ia 
the world, 
Charles. True, and paying 3 would be the encoura- 
ging them. 
Care. Well, ſettle your bed 2nd make what haſte you can. 
Charles. Eight hundred pounds! Two thirds of this 
are mine by right—Five hundred and thirty odd pounds“ 
ad, I never knew till now, that my anceſtors were ſuch 


valuable acquaintance. —Kind: ladies and gentlemen, I am 


your very much obliged, and moſt grateful humble * 
| Sowing to the pictures. | 
Enter Rowry. 
Ah! Rowley, you are juſt come in time to take leave of 
your old acquaintance. 
Rawl. Yes, fir, ; I heard they were going. —But how 
can you ſupport ſuch ſpirits under all your misfortunes ? 
Charles. That's the cauſe, maſter Rowley; my misfor- 
tunes are ſo many, that I can't afford to part with my ſpirits, 
Rowl. And can you really take leave of your anceſtors 
with ſo much unconcern. | 
Charles, Unconcern ! what, I ſuppoſe you are ſarprized 
that 1 am not more ſorrowful at loſing the company of ſo ma- 


ny worthy friends. It is very diſtreſſing to be ſure ; but you 


fee they never move a muſcle, then why the devil ſhould 11 
Roul. Ah, dear Charles! | 
Charles. But come, I have no time for trifling; — here, 

take this bill and get it changed, and carry an hundred pounds 

to poor Stanley, or we ſhall have ſomebody call that has a 

better right to it. 

Rowl. Ah, fir, I with you would remember the proverb 
Charles. Be Juft before you are generpus.—, Why, fol 
would if 1 could, but juſtice is an od lame, bobling beſdam, 
and I can't get her to keep pace with generofiry for the foul 
of me. 
Raul. Da, dear lir, reflect. 
F 2” 


— 
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Charles. That's very true, as you ſay—but Rowley, 
while I have, by heavens I'll give—ſo damn your morality, 
and away to old Stanley with the money. [Exeunt. 
| Enter Sir OrIVER and Moss. | 
Aof. Well, fir, I think, as Sir Peter ſaid, you have ſeen Mr 
Charles in all his glory—'tis a great pity he's ſo extravagant, 
Sir Oliv. True,—but he would not ſell my picture. 

Moſ. And loves wine and women ſo much. | 

Sir Oliv. But he would not (ell my picture, — 

J / ET oe 
Sir O/iv, But he would not ſell my picture, —Oh, here 
e en,, ad Lo: eos | 
? „ me Weir. 

Row! Well, fir, I find you have made a purchaſe: 
Sir Oliv. Yes, our young rake has parted with his anceſ- 
„„ 7 | 

Raw! And he has commiſſioned me to return you an 
hundred pounds of the purchaſe money, but under your fic- 
titious character of oid Stanley. I ſaw a taylor and two 
hoſiers dancing attendance, who, I know, will go unpaid, 
and the hundred pounds would juſt ſatisfy them. | 
Sir Oliv. Well, well, I'll pay his debts and his benevo- 
Jence too. — But now, I'm no more a broker, and you ſhajl 
introduce me to the elder brother as old Stanley. 

| 1 Enter Tir. „ 

Trip. Gentlemen, I'm ſorry I was not in the way to ſhew 
you out. Hark!ye Moſes. 0 [Exit with Moles. 
Sir Civ, There's a fellow, now—Will you believe it, 
that puppy intercepted the Jew-on our coming, and wanted 
to raiſe money before he got to his maſſer. DET OK | 
 Rowl. Indeed! | „ 

Sir Oliv. Aud they are now planning an annuity buſineſs. 
— Oh ! maſter Rowley, in my time ſervants were content 
with the follies of their maſters, when they were wore a little 
threadbare ; but now they have their vices, like their birth- 
day clothes, with the gloſs on. [Excunt. 


SCENE the Apartments of JosEry SURFACK 


Enter JosErH and a SERVANT, 
Zof. No levier from Lady Teazle. 
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Serv. No, ir. | 
7%. 1 wonder ſhe did not write if (ſhe could not come 
J hope Sir Peter does not ſuſpect me——But Charles's dif+ 
ſipation and extravagance are great points in my favour. 
(Knocking at the door) See if it is her. | 

Serv, Tis Lady Teazle, Gr; bat ſhe always orders her 
chair to the milliner's in the next ſtreet. 
Je. Then draw that ſcreen my oppoſite neighbour is a 


maiden lady of ſo curious à temper— Lou need not wait. 


(Exit Servant)—My lady Teazle, I'm afraid begias to ſuſ- 

pet my attachment to Maria; but ſhe muſt not be acquaia- 

ted with that ſecret till I have her more in my power. 
Enter Lady TEAZLE. 

L. Teaz. What, Sentiment in ſoliloquy — 25 
been very impatient now ? Nay you look ſo rave, x 
aflure you I came as ſoon as 1 could. 

Zo}. Oh, madam, punctuality is a ſpecies of conftancy— 
a very r cuſtom among ladies. 

L. Teaz. Nay, you wrong me; I'm ſure you'd pity me 
if you knew my Gtuation—[ beth fit.) -Sir Peter rea ly grows 


fo pee viſh, and ſo ill natured, there's no enduring him; and 


en, to ſuſpect me with Charles 

Joſ. I'm glad my ſcandalous friends keep up that report. 

L Teagz. For my part, I wiſh Sir Peter to let Maria 
marry him— Wou'du't you, Mr Surface? 

Zof. Indeed I would not- [ Afide]--Oh, to be ure ; __ 
then my dear Lady Teazle would be convinced how groundleſs 
her ſuſpicions were, of my having any thoughts of the lilly girl, 

L. Teaz. Then, there's my friend Lady Sneerweil baz 
propagated malicious ſtories about me and what's very 
provokiag, all too without the leaſt foundation. 

5% Ab! there's the miſchief. for When a ſeandalong 


ſlory is believed againſt one, there's no comfort like the con- 


ciouſneſs of having deſerved it. 

I. Teaz. And to be continually cenſured and ſuſpecteq, 
hen I koow the integrity of my own heart—ic would al- 
moſt prompt me to give him ſome grounds for it. 

Feſ. Certaiuly — for when a huſband grows ſuſpicions, 
and withdraws his confidence from his wife, it then becomgs 
a part of her duty to eadeavour to out- vit bim. Lou oe 
it io ine natural privilege of your ſex. 


* 
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L. Teaz. Indeed ! ! | 
7of. Oh yes; for your husband mould ne ver be deceived i in de 


you, and you qught to beffrail in compliment to his diſcernment, 
L. Teaz. This is the newelt doctrine. 7 


Joſ. Very wholeſome, believe me. 
L. Teaz. So, the only way to prevent his ſuſpicions is 
* to give him cauſe for them, \ 
| L. Teaz. But then the cookiciſheſs of my innocence-— 
_ Jef. Ah, my dear Lady Teazle, tis that conſciouſneſs of ſ 
your innocence that ruins you. What is it that makes you 8 
imprudent in your conduct, and careleſs of the cenſures of the h 
world? The conſciouſneſs of your innocence. —W hat is it ) 
that makes you regardleſs of forms, and inattentiye to your 135 
huſband's peace 7 Why, the conſciouſneſs of your inno- f 
cence. Now, my dear Lady Teazle, if you could only be 
prevailed upon to make a trifling faux-pas, you can't ima- 
gine how circumſpe& you would grow. { 
L. Teaz. Do you think ſo? | 
7of. Depend upon it, —Your caſe at preſent, my dear | 
Lady Teazle, reſembles that of a perſon in a plethora—— || 
you are abſolutely dying of too much health. 
L. Teaz. Why, indeed, if my underſtanding could be con- 
vinced 
Fo. Your underſtanding !—Oh yes, your underſtanding 
Jhould be convinced, Heaven forbid that I ſhould perſuade 
you to any thing you thought wrong. No, no, I have too 
much honour for that. 
L. Teaz. Don't you think you may as well leave honour 
out of the queſtion? [both ri/e.] | 
70% Ah! I ſee, lady Teazle, the eſſects of your country 
education ſtill remain. 
I. Taz. They do, indeed, and I begin to Gnd myſelf. 
imprudent; and if I ſhould be brought to act wrong, it 
1 would be ſooner from Sir Peter's ill treatment of me, than 
| from your honourable logic, I affure you. 
J,, Then by this hand, which is unworthy ef —[ Kneel- 
ing, a ſervant enters. I What do you want, you fcoundrel? 
Serv. I beg pardon, oc] thought yoo would not 
chaſe Sir Peter ſhould come vp. 
ep. Sir Peter! 


* 


do ww _ FTI 's 


E 3 Sir Peter! Oh, I'm undone What ſhall I 
do! Hide me ſomewhere, good Mr Logic. 
70%. Here, here, behind this ſereen (She runs behind the 
ſcreen) and now reach me a book. [Sit- down and reads. 
Enter Sir PETER. 
'Sir Pet. Aye, there he is, ever improving himſelf. ——— 
Mr Surface. Mr Surface. 
Jo. [Mecting to gape.] Oh, Sir Peter !—I rejoice to 
ce you was got over a ſleepy bak here -I am vaſtly 
glad to ſee you—T thank you for this call=-I believe you 
have not been here fince I finiſhed my library— Books, books 
you know, are the only thing Lam a coxcomb in. 
Sir Pet. Very pretty, indeed—why, even your 8 


is a ſaprce of knowlege -- hung round with maps J fee. 


Jol. Yes, I find great uſe in that ſcreen. 

Sir Pet, Yes, yes, ſo you muſt when you want to find 
any thing in a hurry. 

Jeſ. Yes, or to hide any thing in a hurry. [Afide.] 

Sir Pet. But, my dear 8 I want to have ſome 1 


vate talk with you. 


Zof. You need not wait. [Exit Servant. 

Sir Pet. Pray fit down—(&9th ft). My dear friend, I 
want to impart to you ſome of my diſtreſſes In ſhort, Lady 
Teazle's behaviour of late has given me very great uneaſineſs. 
She not only diſſipates and deſtroys my fortune, but I have 
ſtrong reaſons to believe ſhe has formed an attachment elſe- 


where. VL 


Joſ. I am onhappy to hear is. 
Sir Pet. I knew you would ſympathize with me. 
Joſ. Believe me, Sir Peter, ſuch a diſcovery would affe& 


 me---juſt as much as it does you. 


Sir Pet. What a happineſs to have a friend we can truſt, 
even with our family ſecrets— Can't you gueſs who it is ? 

Zof- J hav'n't the moſt diſtant idea. It can't be Sir Ben- 
Jamin Backbite, 

Sir Pet. No, no.---What do you thiok of Charles ? 

Fof. My brother! impoſfible !----1 can't think he would 
be capable of ſuch baſeneſs and ingratitode. 

Sir Pet. Ah, the goodneſs of your own mind makes you 
flow to believe loch villainy. 
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2 very true, Sir Peter. The man who is conſcious 


of the integrity of his own heart, is ever ſlow to eredit anc- 
ther's baſeneſs. 


Sir Pet. And yet, that the ſon of my old friend ſhould 


practice againſt the honour of my family. 


Jeſ. Aye, there's the caſe, Sir Peter.--- When ingrati. 
tude barbs the dart of injury, the wound feels doubly ſmart, 
Sir Pet. What noble ſentiments !—He never uſed a ſen- 
timent, ungrateful boy! that I acted as guardian to, and 


who was brought under my 5 and [ never in my life re · 


fuſed him my advice. 

Joſ. I don't know, Sir Pein be may be ſuch a man 
if it be ſo, he is no longer a brother of mine; I renounce him. 
I diſclaim him. For the man who can break through the 
laws of hoſpitality, and ſeduce the wife or daughter of his 
friend, deſerves to be branded as a peſt to ſociety. 

Sir Pet. And yet, Joſeph, if 1 was to make it public, 1 
ſhould only be ſneered and laughed ar. 
 TZof. Why, that's very true—-No, no, you muſt not 
make it public; people would talk 

Sir Pet. Talk !--they'd ſay it was all my own fault; an old, 
doating batchelor, to marry a young giddy girl. Thay'd pa- 
ragraph me in the news papers, and make ballads on me. 

Fo). And yet, Sir Peter, [ can't think that my Lady 
Teazle's honour — 

Sir Pet. Ah, my dear friend, what's het honour oppoſed 

againſt the flattery of a handſome young fellow. — But Joſeph, 
ſhe has been upbraiding me or late, that I have not made her 
a ſettlement ; and I think, in our laſt quarrel, ſhe told me 
ſhe ſhould not be very ſorry if I was dead. Now, I have 
brought draughts of two deeds for your peruſal, and ſhe 
ſhall find, if I was to die, that I have not been inattentive 
to her welfare while leaving. By the one, the will enjoy 
eight hundred pounds a - year during my life; and by the 
other, the buik of my fortune after my death. 

Jeſ. This conduct is truly generous. I wiſh it mayr't 
eorrupt my pupil. LAſide. 

Sir Pet. But I would not have her as yet acquainted 
with the leaſt mark of my affection. 

Ze. Not I—if I could help it, L Ve. 
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Sir Pet. And now I have unburthened myſelf to you, 


let us talk over your affair with Maria. 


Fo/. Not a ſy llable upon the ſubje& now. (alarmed) 
some other time; I am too much affected by your affairs, 
to think of my own. F or the man, who ean think of his own 
happineſs, while his friend is in diſtreſs, deſerves to be hunt - 
ed as a monſter to ſociety. 

Sir Pet. I am ſure of your affection for her. 

7of. Let me entreat you, Sir Peter 

Sir Pet. And though you are ſo ayerſe to Lady Teazle's 
knowing it, I aſſure you ſhe is not your enemy, and I am 
ſenſibly chagrined you have made no further progreſs. 


e,. Sir Peter, I muſt not hear you—The man who---- | : 


(Enter a Servant) What do you want firtah? 
Serv. Your brother, fir, is at the door talking to a gen- 


tleman; he ſays he knows you are at home, that Sir Peter 


is with you, and he muſt ſee you, 
72}. I am not at home. 
Sir. Pet. Yes, yes, you ſhall be at home. 
Jcſ. (After ſome hefitation) Very well, let him eome up, 


Sir Pet. Now, Joſeph, Il hide myſelſ, and do you tax 
him about the affair with my Lady Teazle, and ſo draw the 


lecret from him. 


of. O fye, Sir Peters.-what, } join in a plot to trepan my 


brother! 
Sir Pet. Oh aye, to ſerve your friend ;---beſides, if he is 
innocent, as you ſay he is, it will give him an opportunity to 
clear himſelf, and make me very happy. Hark, 1 hear him 
coming----where ſhall I go?---behind this ſereed What 
the devil! here has been one liſtener already, for I'II ſwear 
I ſaw a petticoat. * * 
Ja. (Acfecting to laugh) It's very cidicnlousgy Ha, ha, 
ba. -a ridiculous affair, indeed---ha, ha, ba---- Hark ye, Sir 


Peter, (pulling him afade) though I hold a man of intrigve 


to be a moſt deſpicable c laracter, yet you know it does not 
follow, that one is to be au abſolute Joſeph either. Hark 
ye, tis a little French milliner, chat calls upon me ſome- 


times, and hearing you were coming, having ſome cha- ; 


racter to loſe, ſhe ſlipped behind the ſcreen. 
Sir Pet. A Freach milliner ! (/miling) cunnin g rogue 
G 3 
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Joſeph---Sly rogue----But zounds,. ſhe has overheard wy 

| thing that has paſſed about my wife. 

=o 70%. Oh, never fear. ---Take my word it will never go 
farther for her. : 

Sir Pet. Won't it? 

J. No, depend upon it 

Sir Pet. Well, well, if it will g no farther----But--- 

- Where ſhall I hide myſelf ? 

Joel. Here, here, ſlip into the cloſet, and you may over- 
hear every word. 

L. Teaz, Can I ſteal away, (Peeping * 

7o/. Huſh ! buſh! don't ſtir. 

Sir Pet. Joſeph, tax him home. . (Peeping) i 

Zof. In, in, my dear Sir Peter. | 

L. Teaz. Can't you lock the cloſet door? 

Fof. Not a word---you'll be diſcovered. 

Sir Pex. Joſeph, don't ſpare him. 

Zofſ. For heaven's ſake ly cloſe—A pretty ſituation F am 
in, to part man and wife in this manner. 4 U de. 

Sir Pet. You're ſure the little French milliner won't blab. 

Enter CHARLES. 
| Charles. Why, how now, brother, your fellow denied® 
Fou, they ſaid you were not at home, — What, have you had 
2 Jew or a wench with you? 

75ſ. Neither, brother, neither. 

(har. Bat where's Sir Peter? I thought he was ich you. 
Jſ. He was, brother; but bearing 45 was coming, be 
left the houſe. 

Char: What, was the old fellow afraid 1 — to bor- 
row money of him ! 

Jo . Borrow !, no, brother; but I am ſorry to hear you | 
. given that worthy man cauſe for great uneaſineſs. 
Cgdar. ves, I am told I do that to a great many Worthy 

men But how do you mean, brother? 

5 7:{.. Why, he thinks you hateFendeavoured to Aenate 

* Lhe affections of Lady Teazle. 4 
3 "Char. Who, I alienate the affections ꝙf Lady Teazle U- , 
i pon my word he acces me very unjuſtly, What, has the old 

| geotleman found out that he has got a young wife; or, what is 

worſe, has the lady found out that ſhe has got an old huſband. 


_ 


baſe enough 


| borrow a little of your morality, brother. 


What 


FOR SCANDAL 57 
Ff. For ſhame, brother.. | 


Char. Iis true, I did once ſoſpeg her ladyſhip had a par- 
tiality for me, but upon my ſoul I never gave ber the leaſt 


encouragement ; for, you know my attachment was to Maria. 
70. This will make Sir Peter extremely happy —Bur if 


ſhe had a partiality for you, ſors you would not have been 


Char. Why, look'ye, Joſeph, I hope ] mall never delibe - 
rately do a diſhonourable action; but if a pretty woman ſhould 


parpoſely throw herſelf in my way, and that pretty woman 


ſhould happen to be married to 2 man ca Oi enough to be ber 
father ” 
Foſ. What then? ? 75S EE: . 
Char. Why then, I believe 1 wood have 3 to 
8 Oh fie, brother The man who can jeſt— 
Char. Oh, that's very true, as you were going to obſerye. 
But Joſeph, do you that I am ſurprized at your ſuſpec- 


; ting me with Lady Teazle. I —— you's was always the 


favourite there, 
5% Met | 
Char. Why yes, I have ſeea a exchange ſuch beate ge 


2 glances. | : 


Jaſ. Pſhaw! 
| Char. Yes I have; and 405 t you remember when I came 
in here, and caught her and you at 


Joſ, I mutt ſtop him. [ Aide] [Stop his mouth.) Sir 


Peter has overheard very word that you have ſaid. 


Char. Sir Peter ! where is he !— What, in the cloſet, | 


—'Foregad I'll have bim our. = 
Fof. No, no. [Stopping him mn * 
Cear. I vill — dir Peter Teazle, come into court. 

Enter Sir PETER. 


"4 old guardian Ae d ipquilitor, and take evidence 


incog. 


Sir Pet Give me your hand I own, my LE boy [ | 


have ſolpected you wrongfully ; but you muſtWbt be anary 


with Joſeph; it was all my plot, and Y thail think ef yo as 
I live for what L oyerheard. 


Char. Then tis wel! you did not hear an. I; it no! Joſeph? 
a 2 | 
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Sir Pet. What, you would haye retorted on Joſeph, 


would you ? 


Char. And yet you might as well have ſuſpe ted him as 
me, Might he not Joſepfn? 
Enter SeryANT, f 

Serv. [#hiſperi! "g Joſeph.) Lady Sneerwell, fir, is 
juſt coming up, and ſays ſhe mult ſee you. | 

of. Gentlemen, I muſt beg your pardon; I have compa- 
py waiting for me; give me leave to conduct you down ſtairs, 

Char. No, no, «ror to them in another room ; I have 
not ſeen Sir Peter gugreat while, and 1 want to talk with him, 

Je. Well, Vil fend away the perſon and return immedi- 


| mely. Sir Peter, not a word of the li ile French milliner. 


[ Afide and exit. 
Sir Pet. Ah, Charles, whit a pity it is you don't aſſociate 


more with yourſrother, we then might have ſome hopes of 


your reformation ; he's a young man of ſuch ſentiments— Ah, 


there's nothing in the world ſo noble ag a man of ſentiment. 


Ch:r. Oh, he's tos moral by half; and fo apprebenfive 
pf his good name, thar, J dare ſay, he wou:d as ſoon let 
a prieſt into his houſe as 4 wench. 

Sir Pet. No, no, Jou accuſe him wrongfully— Tho Jo- 
ſeph is no rake, he is no ſaint 

Char. Oh I a perfect anchorite—a young hermit. | 

Sir Pat. Ruſh, huſh; dont abuſe bim, or he may chance 
10 hear of it again. 

Char. Why, you won't tel! him, will you ? 

Sir Pet. No, ho, but — have a great mind to tell him. 
[4 de] [ feems to befe ran ye, Charles, bave you 
= migd for a laugh at Joſeph ? | 
1 ſhould like it of all things let s have it. 

Sir Pie. Gad I'll tell him l'll be even with Joſeph 
for diſcovering me in the cloſer [Ade )—Nwk' ye 
Charles, he had girl with bim when ; called. 
har. Who, Noſeph | impoſlible ! | 
ir Pet. Yes, a liitle French milliner, [takes him fo the 
front ]—agg the beſt of the joke is, ſhe is now in the regen 

Char. The devil ſhe is. — Where? 

Sir Pet. Huſh, huſh— behind the ſcreen, 

Char. I'll haze her out. | 


Sir Pet. No, no. ao. * 

Char. Yes. 

Sir Pet. No. | 

- Char. By the Lord I will So now for it, 
Bath run up to the ſereen——The ſcreen falls, at the 

: Tame time Jos ERH enters. 

* Lady Teazle, by all chat's wonderful! 

Sir Pet. Lady Leazle, by all that's horrible | 

Char. Sir Peter, this is the ſmarteſt little Freoch milliner 
I ever ſaw. But pray what is the meaning of all this? You 
ſeem to have been playing at bide and ſeek here, and for my 
part, I don't know who's in or who's out of the ſecret - Ma- 
dam, will you pleaſe to explain? — Not a word !—Bro- 


iber, is it your pleaſo re to illuſtrate ? —Morality dumb too / 


—Well, theugh 1 can make nothing of it, I ſuppoſe you 


5 perleckly aoderitand, 7 another, good folks, aud ſo IU 


leave you. Rrothang am ſorry you have given that worthy 


man ſo much canis! or uneaſineſs— Sir Peter, there's no- 


hag] in the world ſo nable as a man of ſentiment. —Ha, ha, 
[Exit. 
75, Sir Peter, notwithſtanding apppearances are againſt 


N me—if—if you'll give me * 'l! explain eyery thing te 


your ſatisfaction. 
Sir Pet. If you pleaſe, fir. 

J. Lady Teazle knowing my—Lady Teazle—lI fay— 
knowing my pretenſions to jour ward Maria and La- 
dy Teazle—I ſay—knowing the jealoul by. of my—ogf your 
temper—ſhe called in here— in order that ſhe that 1 
might explain——what theſe pretenſions ere Ain 
ing you were coming—and—as I ſaid before—kaowing the 
jcalouly of your temper—ſhe—my Lady Teazle—1fay went 
behind the ſcreen—and— This is a full and clear account of 
the whole affair. 

Sit Pet. A very clear account truly! and I date ſay the 
lady will vouch for the truth of every word of it. 

L. Teaz . | Advancing] For not one ſyllable, Sir Peter. 

Hir Pet. What the devil! don't you think. it ; Forth your 
while to agree in the lie ? 

I. Teaz. There's rot one word of truth ip what thaz 
gepilemen has been ſe yiag. 
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Jeſ. Zounds, madam, you won't ruio me. | 
IL. Teaz. Stand out of the ys Mr Hypocrite, yl 
ſpeak for mylelf. _, 

Sir Pet. Aye, aye—let her alone—ſhe'l make a better 


ſtory of it than you did. 


L. Teaz. I came here with no "IM. of liſtening to 
his addrefſes to Maria, and even ignorant of his pretenſions ; 
but ſeduced by his inſiduous arts, at leaſt to liſten to his 
addreſſes, if not to ſacrifice his honour, as well as * own, 
to his unwarrantable deſires. 

Sir Pet. Now | believe the truth is coming dice, 

70%. What, is the woman mad? 

L. Teaz. No, fir, ſhe has recovered her ſenſes. Sir Pe- 
ter, I cannot expect you'll credit me; but the tenderneſs you 


expreſſed for me, when I am certain you did not know I was _ 


within hearing, has penetrated fo deep ĩmto my ſoul, that could 


I have cſcaped the mortification of this diſeovery, my future 


life ſhould have convinced you of my ſincere repentance. As 
tor that ſmooth · tongued hypocrite, who would have ſeduced 
the wife of his too credulous friend, while he pretended an 
honourable paſſion for bis ward, I now view him in ſo deſ- 
picable light, that I fhall never again reſpect myſelf for hav- 


ing liſtened to his addreffes. ö LExit. 
Fo. Sir erer —Noxuithſtending all this—Heavea | is my 


witneſs 
Sir Pet. That you are a viilain—and ſo I'll leave you to 
your meditation F 
Je. Nay, I; ter, you muſt not leave me-—The man 
who (huts his ears againſt conviction | N 
dir Pet. On dama your, ſentiments—— damn your ſenti- 


ments, — 7 Exit, IF following, 
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Enter Jos sta and a PMA 
© Josers. | ah 


M* Stanley !—why ſhould you think I would ſce Mr 


Stanley! you know well enough he comes inueating 
for lomething. 


— 


EC as av. tw: 2-8 1 © 


PI 


ter 


n, 


you a moment 


< FOR SCANDAL. tx 
Serv. They, let him in before I kaew of it; and old 


Rowley is with him. 
750. *Plhaw, you dlockliead: I am ſo diſtraQed with ay 


own misfortunes, I am not in a humour to ſpeak with any one 
but ſhew the fellow up. [Exit Servant.] . Sure fortune 


never played a man of my policy ſuch a trick before—My 
character ruined with Sir Peter——my hopes of Maria loſt 
Im in a pretty humour to liſten to poor relations truly. —T 


| ſhan't be able to beſtow even a benevolent ſentiment on old 


Stanley. Oh, here he comes; I'll retire, and endeavour to 
put a little charity in my face however. [Exit 
Enter Sir OLiveR and RowLty. 

Sir Oliv. What, does he avoid us? That was him; was it not? 

Rowl. Yes, ſir; but his nerves are too weak to bear the 
fight of a poor relation: I ſhould have come firſt to break 
the matter to him. 

Sir Oliv. A plague of his nerves---yet this is he whom Sir 


Peter extols as a man of a melt benevolent way of thinking. 


Rowl. Yes—he has as much ſpeculative benevolence as 


any man in the kingdom, though he is not ſo ſenſual 2s, ts 
indulge himſelf in the exerciſe of it. 


: 


Sir Oliv. Yet he has a ſtring of ſentiments, I ſuppoſe, at 
his fingers ends. 
Rowl. And bis 1 one is, That charitybegins at fine. 

Sir Oliv. And his, I preſume, is of that domeltick ſort, 
which never ſtirs abroad at all. 

Row!. Well, fir, ÞlI leave you to W yourſelf 29 


old Stanley; I mult be here again to.announce you in your 


real character. 

Sir Oliv. Frue--and you'll afterwards meet me at Sir pe eter's. 
Noul. Without loſing a moment. [Exit Rowley. 
Sir Oliv. Here he comes —1 don' t like the complaiſance 

of his features. 
Enter fone: 
750 Sir, your moſt obedient; 1 beg pardon for keeping 
Mr Stanley 1 preſume. 
Sir Oliv. At your ſervice, fir. 
Pray, be ſeated, Mr Stanley, I entreat you, fir, .. 
Sir" Oliv. Dear fir, there's no occaſion. Tos ceremon!- 


ous by half. N L Aide. 
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Je. Though I have not the pleaſure of your acquats- 
tance, I am very glad to ſee you look ſo well. —T think, Mr 
Stanley, you was nearly related to my mother, 

Sir Oliv. I was, ſir; ſo nearly, that my preſent pover- 
ty I fear may do diſcredit to her wealthy childten; elſe I 
would not preſume to trouble you now. 


Fe/. Ah, fir, don't mention that For the man who is ia 


diſtreſs has ever a right to claim kindred with the wealthy; 
L am fore ſure I wiſh I was of that number, or that it was 
in my power to afford you even a ſmall relief. 
Sir Oliv. If your uncle Sir Oliver was here, I ſhould 
have a friend, "5M 5 
Jeſ. I with he was, fir, you ſhould not want an advocate 
with him, believe me. | „ 
Sir Oliv. I ſhould not need one, my diſtreſſes would re- 
commend me. But I imagined his bounty had enabled you 
to be the agent of his charities. 
Fefe. Ah, fir, you are miſtaken ; avarice, avarice, Mr Stan- 


_ ley, is the vice of age; to be ſure it has been ſpread abroad 


that he has been very bountiful to me, but without the leaſt 
foundation, though I never chooſe to contradict the report, 
Sir Oliv. And has he never remitted you bullion, rupees, 
or pagodas ? WT >. 
Fof. Oh, dear fir, no ſuch thing,, I have iadeed receir- 
ed ſome trifling preſents from him, fuch as ſhawls, avada- 
vats, and Indian crackers ; nothing more, fir, 
Sir Oliv. There's gratitude for twelve thouſand pounds! 
[ Afide] Shawls, avadavats, and Indian crackers ! 5 
of. Then there's my brother, Mr Stanley, one would ſcarce 
believe what I have done for that unfortunate young man. 
Sit Oliv. Not J for one. [ Hfde] 


"Fof. Oh, the ſums I have lent him! Well, "was an 


| amiable weakneſs—--I mult own I can't defend it, tho' it 


appears more blameable at preſent, as it prevents me from 

ſerving you, Mr Stanley, as my heart directs. 
Sir Oliv. Diſſembler A ſide] — then you cannot athit m2. 
Jeſ. I am very unhappy to ay it's not in my power at 

preſent; but you may depend upon hearing from me whey 

I can be of any ſervice to you. 1 

Sir Oliv. Sweet fir, you are too goed. 


n [ = 


FOR SCANDAL. M8 

3]. Not at all, fir, to pity without the power to relieve, 
is ſtill more painful, "him to ask and be denied. Indeed, 
Mr Stanley, you have me deeply affected. Sir, your moſt 
devoted; I wiſh you health and ſpirits. 

Sir Oliv. Your ever grateful; and perpetual (bowing low) 
humble ſervant. 

7oſ, I am extremely Cary, * for your misfortunes— 
Hers: open the door Mr Stanley, your moſt devoted. 
Sir Oliv. Your moſt obliged ſervant. Charles, you are 


my heir. L [ {fades and Exit. 


F/. This is another of the evils that attend a man's hav- 
ing ſo good a character — it ſubjects him to the importunity 
of the neceſſitous—the pure and ſterling ore of charity is a 
very expenſive article in the catalogue of a man's virtues ; 
whereas, the ſentimental French plate I uſe, anſwers the pur- 
poſe full as well, and * _ [Cong. 

Enter RowLey. 
Robb Mr Surface, your moſt obedient ; I wait on you 
from your uncle who is juſt arrived. Gives him a note.) 
J. How ! Sir Oliver arrived ! Here, Mr 
call back Mr Stanley. : 

Now. It's too late, fir, I met him going out of the houſe. 

Jef. Was ever any thing ſo unfortunate ! (Aſide)—1 
hope my uncle has enjoyed good health and ſpirits. 

Rowl. Oh, very good, fir; he bid me inform you he'll 
Wait on you within this half bete 

J. Preſent him my kind love and duty, and aſſare bim 
Im quite impatient to ſee him. (Boumg) 


Nouul. I ſhall, fir. Exit. Rowley. 
Je. Pray do, fir, (bows) —Ttis was the moſt curſed. 
piece of ill luck. | [Exit Joſeph. 


SCENE Sir PETER TZAzIEZ's Houſe, 


3 Enter Mrs Cx Dev and 141 b. 
Maid. Indeed. madam, my lady will ſee no one at preſent. 
; * Cand. Did you tell her it was her friend Mrs Can- 
our? 
Maid. I did, madam, and he begs to be exculed. 
Mrs Cand. Co again, for I am ſure ſhe mult be greatly 
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diſtreſſed. [Exit Maid] How provoking to be kept waiting 
FRA | am not miſtreſs of half the circumſtances :—T ſhall have 
the whole affair in the news papers, with the parties names 
at full lesgtb, before Thave dropped the ſtgry ata dozen houſes, 


Enter Sir Benjamin Bacrzire, 

Mrs Caud. Oh, Sir * . min, I am glad you are come; 
have you heard of Lad eazle's affair? Well, I never. 
was ſo ſurprized—and * am ſo diſtreſſed for the parties. 

Sir Berg. Nay, I can't fay pity Sir Peter, he was always 
fo partial to Mr Surface. | 

Mrs Cand. Mic Surface ! Why i it was Charles. 

Sir Benz, Oh, no, madam, Mr Surface was the gallant. 

Mrs Cand. No, Charles was the lover; and Mr Sur- 
face, to do him juſtice, was the cauſe of the diſcayery : he 
brought Sir Peter ; and 

Sir Benj. Oh, my dear madam, no fach thing; for 1 
had it from one 

Mrs Cand. Yes, and I bas d it from one, that had it from 
one that knew | | 

"Sir -Benj. And I bad it from one 

Mrs, Cnnd. No ſuch chipg—hat. | here 1 my Lady 
Sneerwell, and chaps | e way haye heard the particulars. 

Enter La SNEERWELL. 

I., Sneer. Oh, dear Mrs Candour, here's a ſad affair 
about eur friend Lady Teazle. 

Mrs Gand. Why, to be ſure poor” jog, I am much con- 
cerned for her. 

L. Sneer. I proteſt ſo am [—thoogh I muſt confeſs ſhe 
Was always too lively for me. 

Mrs Card. But the had a great deal of good nature. 

Sir Benj. And had a very ready wit. 

Mrs Cand But do you know all the particulars, [To 
Taqy Sneerwell,] 

Sir Benj. Yet who could have ſuſpe&ed Mr Surface. 

Mrs Cand. Charles you mean. 

Sir Benj. No, Mr Surface. : 5 

Mrs Cand. Oh, twas Charles. g 

L. Sneer. Charles ! | 

Mrs Cand. Yes, Charles. 


"Ss... wo 


FOR SCAND ALI, 59 
Sir Jonj. F}l st pretend to diſpate with you Mrs Can- 
dour 3 bat be it as it may, I hope Sir Peter's wounds: wor” t 
prove mortal. 

Mrs Cand. Sir Peter's wounds whale 40 8 bebe 
never heard a word of that. c 

Sir Benj. No! | BE 1 

Mrs Cand. No! | | 

E. Sneer. Nor l, a ſyllable: Do, n e us. 
Sir Benj. Oh, my dear made, then you don't know halt 
che affair Why —Mhy— T' tell you Sir Peter, you wult 
know, had a long time ſaſpected Ly” Fearless vilits to 
Mr Surface. 

Mrs Cand. To Charles you mean. 

Bir Benj. No, Mr Surface. and upon going to his a. 
and finding Leady Teazle there, Sir, ſays Sir Peter, you 
are a very ungrateful fellow. _ 

Mrs Cand. Aye, that was Charles. 

Sir Benj. Mr Surface. — And old as P ani, dye he, 1 
demand immediate ſatisfackion: Upon this, they both drew 
their ſwords, and to it they fell. 

Mrs Cand. Fhat maſt be Charles; for it is very unlikely 
that Mr Surface ſhould fight him in Me own' houſe. 

Sir Ben. Sdeath, madam, not at all. Eady Teazle, upon 
ſeeing Sir Peter in ſuch danger, ran out of the room in ſtrong 
hyſterics, and was followed by Charles, ca ling out for hart- 
ſhora and water. Fhey fought, and Sir Peter received a 
wound ia his right fide by the thruſt of a ſmall e a 

Enter C&ABTREE, | 

Crab. Piſtols ! piſtols! nephew. IS 

Mrs Cand. Oh, Mr Crabtree, I am glad you are rte come 3 
now we' ſhall have the whole affair; | | 

Sir Ben. No, no, it was a ſmall 8 cans 

| Crab. Zounds nephew, I ſay it was a pibob. 

Sir Benj. A thrult in ſecond through the ſinafl guts: 

Crab. & bullet lodged in the thorax. 

8 Benj. But give me leave, dear uncle, it was 2 ſmall word. 

Crab. Etell yon it was a piſtol Won't yo ſuffer any body 
to know any thing but yourſelf.— IR was a piſtol, and Charſes- 
Mrs Cand. Aye'! T knew it was Charles. 

Sir Ben. Mt Surface, uncle. 
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Crab. Why zZounds ! I ſay it was Charles; muſt no body 
: ſpeak but yourſelf. I'l] tell you how the whole affair was, 
Wy _ 5 Aye do, do pray tell us. 
Sir Benj. I ſee my oncle knows nothing at all about the 
matter.. 
Crab. Mr 9 5 you muſt know ladies, came late from 
Salt-hill, where he had been the evening before with a par- 
ticular friend of his, who has a ſon at Eton; his piſtols were 
left on the beureau, and eee loaded, and on Sir 
Peter's taxing Charles —— 
Sir Benz. Mr Surface you mean. | 
Crab pray, nephew, hold your tongue, and Jet me 
ſpeak fometimes—l ſay, ladies, upon his taking Charles to 
account, 'and taxivg him with the baſeſt ingratitude. 
Sir Benj. Aye, ladies, I told you Sir Peter taxed him 


— 4 * Ob, — 


| with ingratitude. 

| Crab: They agreed each to take a piſtol—They fired at 

1 the fame inſtant—Charles's ball took place, and lodged i in the 

I thorax: Sir Peter's mifſed, and what is very extraordinary, 

4 the ball grazed againſt a little bronze Qhakeſpear that ſtoodd 


over the chimney, flew off throw the window, at right angles, 
and wounded the poſtmam, who was juſt come to the door 
with a double letter from Northamptonſhire. f 
Sir Benj. I heard nothing of all this! I muſt own, ladies, 
my vocles's account is more circumltantial, thaogh I believe 
mine is the true one. | 
L. Sneer. I am more intereſted in this ie cas they 
imagine, and muſt have better information. [ Afide and exit, 
Sir Beni Lady Sheet well s alarm is very eaſily accounted for. 
crab. Why, rh : they do * that's 8 neither here 
nor there. 
' Mrs Cand. But pray where is Sir Peter now! I hope 
his wound won't prove mortal. | 
Crab. He was carried home immediately, and bas given 
tie =; orders to be denied to every body. | 
Sir Ben. Avd | believe Lady Teazle is attending bim. 
Mrs Cand. I do believe ſo too. 
Crab. Certainly—1 met one of the faculty as I came in, | 
Vis my Gai ſo! — here he ee 
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FOR SCANDAL, 61 
Crab. Yes, yes, that's the doctor. TS 
Mrs Cand. That certainly muſt be the phyſician, —» 
Now we ſhall get information. 
Enter Sir OL1ves SunrAch. - 
Dear doctor, how is your patient ? 
Sir Benj. I hope his wounds are not mortal. 
Crab. Is he in a fair way of recovery ? 
Sir Benj. Pray, Doctor, was he not wounded by a thruſt 


of a ſword through the ſmall guts? 


8 k 


Crab. Was it not by a bullet that lodged in the thorax | ? 
Sir Benj. Nay, pray anſwer me. | 

Crab. Dear, dear Doctor ſpeak. All pulling him, 
Sir Oliv. Hey, hey, good people, are you all mad ? — 
Why, what the devil is the matter ?—a ſword through the 
{mall guts, and a þullet lodged i in the thorax ?. What. would 
you all be ar ? 

Sir Ben. Then perhaps, ſir, you are not a Doctor. 

Sir Oliv. If I am, fir, I am to thank you for my degree. 
Crab. Only a particular friend, I ſuppoſe. | 

Sir. Oliv. Nothiog more, fir. 

Sir Berg. Then I ſuppoſe, as you are a friend, you caq 


be better able to give us ſome account of his wounds. 


Sir Oliv. Wounds ! 
Mrs Cand. What! hav'n't you heard he was wounded 


be ſaddeſt accident! * 


Sir Berj, A thruſt with a ſword through the ſmall guts. 

Crab. A bullet in the thorax. 

Sir Oliv. Good people, ſpeak one at a time, I beſeech you 
vou both agree that Sir Peter is dangerovſſj wounded. 

2 : Ay, ay, we both agree in that. 8 

Sir Oliv. Then I will be bold to ſay, Sir Peter is one 
of the moſt imprudent men in the world, for here he :omes, | 
walking as if nothing had happened. 

Enter Sir PETER. 

My good f:iend, you are certaialy mad to walk about in 

this cor dition; you ſhould go te bed, you that bave had a 


| ſword through your ſmall guts, and a . lodged in your 


thorax 
| Sir Pet. A ſword through my ſmall guts, ard a bullet 
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69 THE 8 CHOGL 
lodged in my thorax. 
Sir. Oliv. Yes, theſe worthy 3 would have killed 
you without law or phyſic, and wanted to dub me a doctor, 
in order to make me an accomplice, | 
Sir Pet. What is all this? b 
Sir Ben. Sir Peter, we are very "ey to find the tory 
of the duel is not true. | 
crab. And exceedingly forry for your other misfortunes, 
Sir Pet. So, ſo, all over the town already, [ 4ſige. 


Mrs Gand. Though; as Sir Peter was fo 200d. a hus- 


baud, I pity him ſincerely. _ Pl. 
Sir Pet. Plague of your pity. \ 
Crab. As you. continued fo long a batchelor, you was 
certainly. to blame to marry, at all. 
Sir Pet. Sir, I deſire youll. conſider this.is my own houſe, 
Sir Benj. However, you muſt pot be offended at the ws 
you'll. meet on this occaſion. - 
Crab. It is no uncommon cafe, that's. one thing. 
Sir Pet. I inſiſt upon being maſter here; in plain terme 


I defire you'll leave my houſe immediately. 


Mrs Cand. Well, well, fir, us are going, wack you wy de- 
pend upen it, we ſhall make tha beſt of the ſtory. [Exit. 
Sir Benj. And tell how badly you have been treated. 
Sir Pat. Leave my houſe directly. [Exit Sir Benjamin. 
Crab. And how patiently you bear it. [Tit Crabtree, 


Sir Pet. Leave my houſe, 1% Fiends, __ there 


is no bearing of it! 
Enter RowLEvy. * 
Sir Oliv. Well. Sir Peter, L have ſeen my-nephews. 
Ro. And Sir Oliver is convinced your Jogement is right 


after all. 


Sir Oliv. Aye, Joſephs is the man. 

Rawhl. Such: ſentiments 

Sir Oliv. And acts up to the W he 8 
owl. Oh, 'tis edification to hear him talk. | 
Sir Oliv. He is = patterm for the young men of the age 


But how. comes it, Sir Peter, that you don t· joim in his praiſes? 


Sin Ret, Sir Oliver, we live is a damn d- wicked world, 
and the fewer we praiſe the beiter. 


Sin. Olav, Right, right, my” old friend But was you 


FOR SCANDAL 6 
always ſo moderate in your judgment? {I er 
Rowl. Do you ſay ſo, Sir Peter, you who was 1 never 
miſtaken in your life. 
Sir Pet. Oh, the plague of your jokes—T fuppoſe you 
are acquainted with the whole affair. 
Rawl. 1 am indeed, fir. —I met Lady Tearzle returning 


foom Mr Surface's, ſo humbled, that ſhe deign'd to bet 


even me to become her advocate. 
Sir. Pet, What! does Sir Oliver know it top ? 
Sir Oliv. Aye, aye every circumſtance. : . 
Sir Pet. What! about the clofet and the foreen. 


Sir Oliv. Yes, and the little French milliner too. Tie- 


ver laughed more in my life. 


Sir Pet. Anda very pleafant jeſt it was. 


Sir Oliv. This is your wan of ſentiment, Sir Peter. 

Sir Pet, Oh, damn bis ſeatiments. 

Sir Oliv. You mult have made = pretty appearance when 
Charles dragged yon out of the cloſet. 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, that was very divertiag. 


Sir Oliv. And, egad Sir Peter, I ſhould like to have few 


your face when the ſcreen was thrown down. 
Sir Pet, My face when the ſereen was thrown down ! [ 
Oh yes !—There's no bearing this. LAſide. 
Sir Oliv. Come, come, my old friend, don't be vexed, 
for I can't help Jaughiog for the ſoul of me. Ha! ha ! ha! 
Sir Pet. Oh, laugh on— l am not vexed — no, no, it is the 
pleaſanteſt thing in the world. To be the ſtandiag jeſt of 
all one's acquaintance, tis the happieft ſatuation imaginabte. 
Rowl. See, fir, yonder's my lady Teazle coming this 
way, and in tears; let me beg of you to be reconciled. 
Sit Oliv. W eh, wel, I'll leave Rowley to mectiate be · 
tween you, and take my leave; but yon muſt make haſte 
after me to Mr Sarface's, where 1 go, if not ts reclaim. a 


| libertine, at leaſt to expoſe hypocriſy. [#xtt. 


Sir Pet. I'll be with you at the diſcovery; I ſhould like 
to ſee it, chougb it is a vile unluckv place for diſcoveries. 
Rowley, L laoling ot] ſhe's not coming this way 

Rowl. No, firs but ſhe bas left the room door openy aud 
waits your coming. 


Sir Pet. Well, certainly mortiſcatiom is very becoming ia a 
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wife — Don't you think J had belt let her pine 2 little longer: 


- Rowl. Oh, fir, that's being too. ſevere. 5 


Sir Pet. I don't think ſo; ; the letter 1 found from Char- 


les was evidently intended for her. 
Rewk Indeed, Sir Peter, you are much miſtaken. 


Sir, Pet. If I was convinced of that—ſee, maſter Row- 


ley, ſhe looks this way—whiat a remarkable elegant turn of 
the head ſhe has have a good mind to go to her. 
Rowl. Do, dear, fir. 


Sir Pet. But when it is known that we are reconciled, ! 


ſhall be laughed at more than ever. 


Rol. Let them laugh on, and retort their e upon 


themſelves, by ſhewing them you can be 4 (hb in * of 


their ſlander. | 
Sir Pet. Faith, and fol will, maſter Rowley, and my Lady 
Teazle and | may till be the happieſt couple in the country. 
Rowl. O fye, Sir Peter, he that lays aſide ſuſpicion— 
Sir Pet. My dear Rowley, if you have any regard for 


me, never let me hear you utter any thing like a ſentiment. 


again; I have had OT of 8 to laſt the remainder of 


"7 * 385 . ¶Exeunt. 


SCENE Jeske © an, 


Enter Joszru and Lady Sr EHI. 


L. Cr: Impo[bble! Will not Sir Peter be ONES | 


ly reconciled to Charles, and no longer 592 his uniog to 
Maria? 
Je. Can paſſion mend it? 


| 3 f 1 24 
L. Sneer. No, nor cunning neither. 1 was a fool to 


league with ſuch a blunderer, 


Jof- Sore, my Lady Soeerwell, 1 am the greateſl ſaffer- | 


er in this affair, and yet, you ſee, I bear it with calmneſs. 
L. Sneer. Becauſe the diſappointment does not reach your 

heart; yeur intereſt was only concerned, Had you felt for 

Maria, what I 60 for that unfortunate libertine, your brother, 


you would not be diſſuaded from taking every revenge id 


Fof. Why will you ral at me for the diſappointnient. 


a. 


f 
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L. Sneer. Are you not the cauſe ? Had you not a ſuf- 


| Gcient field for your roguery in impoſing upon Sir Peter, and 


ſupplanting your brother, but you muft endeayour to ſeduce 
his wife. L hate ſuch an avarice of crimes ; tis an unfaic 
monopoly, and never proſpers. 

Je. Well, I own I am to blame——1 hive deviated 
from the direct rule of wrong. Yet, I cannot think circum · 


ſtances are fo bad as your ladyſhip apprehends. 


L. Sneer, No ! 

7%. You tell me you have made another trial of Snake, 
that he ſtill proves ſteady to our intereſt, and that he is 
ready, if occaſion requires, to ſwear to a contract bat ing 
paſſed between Chatles and your ladyſhip. 

L. Sneer. And wat then: 

70. Why, the letters which hk been fo REITs Cir- 
culated, will curoborate his evidence, and prove the triuh 
of the aſſertion. But I expect my uncle every moment, and 
muſt beg your Jidyſhip to retire into the next oom. 

L. Sneer, But if he ſhould find me our. 

7of. | have no fear of that Sir Peter won't tell for his 
own ſake, and I ſhall ſooti find out Sir Oliver's weak fide. 


L Sneer. Nay, l have no doubt of your abilities, onl7 


be conilant to one villaioy at a time. 


Fo. Well, 1 will, I will. [C Fxit Lady Sneerwell.— 


It is confounded bard though, to be baited by one's confede- 
rates ia wickedneſs—— [knocking] — Who have we got here? ? 


My uncle Oliver I fuppoſe—Oh, old Stanley again ! How 
came lie bere? He mult not ſtay 


Enter Sir Oi ivER. 

I told you already, Mc Stanley, that it was not in my power 
to relicye you 

Sir Oliv But 1 hear, fir, that Sir Oliver is arrived, 
and perhaps he might. 55 

Fof., Well, fir; you cannot ſtay now, ſir; but any other 
time, fir, you hall certainly be relic bed. 

Sir Gliv. Oh, ſir Oliver and I muſt be acquainted: 


Fe. 1 pol inſut upon your going. Indeed, Mt Stanley, 


you can't 
Sir 0%. Poſ nals I muſt ſee Sir Oliver, _ 
72 Thea Oy: you by. t w_ 
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's Puſbing vim ot. 
8 - Pater ener = 
- E Ay rs what's che matter? Why, who the 
devil habe we por here! What, my little Premium Oh, 
brother, you malt net hurt my ſietle broker. Bet hark ye, 
Joſeph; ; Witit, have you been borrowing money 'too ? 

- Fof Borrowing money! No, brother We expect my 
uncle Oliver here every minute, and Mr Stanley infiſis up- 

on ſeeiog bim. 
Char” Stanley! Why his tame is Premium. 
/ No, ho! 1 tell you his name is Stanley. 

Sar. But I tell you again his name is Premium, 

Jo,. It don't ſignify what his name is. 

Char. No more it don't, as you fay, brother; for p- 

e be goes by half an hundred names, beſides A. B. at 
the coffee-houſes. But old ol muſt not come and catch 

little broker here neither... 
Jo. Mr Stanley, I beg 
Char. And I beg, Mr Premium 
Je. Vou muſt go indeed, Mr Stanley. 
Char. Aye, you muſt go Mr Premium. 
| Both puffing: him. 
Enter Sir Parka. Lach TRAZ LE, MARIA, and 
= ROWLEY Y 


Sir Pet. What, my old friend Sir Oliver! what's the 
matter: In the name of wonder were there ever two ſuck 
ungracious nephews, to aſfgult their unele at his firſt viſit. 


L. Teaz. On ny word, fir, it was * we came to your 


reſcue. 


Ji. Charles! 

Char. Joſeph ! . 

Joſ. Now our ruin is complete. 

Char. Very. 

Sir Pet. You find, Sir Oliver, your neceſftous character 
of ald Stanley could not protect you. 

Sir Oliv. No l nor Premium ocither. The neceſſities of 


the former could got extract a ſhilliag from that benevolent 


geatleman there; and with the other I ſtood a worſe chance 
than my anceltors, and had like to have been knocked dowa 
* being bid for. Sit Peter, my friend and Rowley, 


N. 


he 
ch 


ar 
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lock upon that elder nephew af mine; you both know. what 
| have done for bim, and how gladly 1 would have looked, 
upon half my fortune as held anly in truſt for him. judge 
then, af my ſurprize and diſappointment, at finding him * 


titute of truth, charity, aud gratitude! 


Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, I ſhould be as a 3 25 


you, if I did not know him to be artful, ſelß ch, and bypo- 


ware 
Teaz. And if he pleads n not guilty to all this, let him 


call on me to finiſh bis character. 


Sir Pet. Then I believe we need not add more ; or if he 
knows himſelf, it will be. a ſufcieat puoilhmeot fo him, 
that he is known by the world. 

Char If they talk this way to Honeliy, what will they 


; 65 to me by and by. Lde. 


Sir th As . that proligate there 
[Pointing to Charles. 
char. Ay, now comes my turn; ; the damn d family pic- 
tures will rain me. [ Afr de. | 
Fo Sir Oliver, will you honour me wich a hearing: | 
Char. Now if Jaſeph would make one of bis long ſpeeches, 


I ſhould have time to recollect myſelf. | [ Afede, 


Sir Pet. I ſuppoſe you wonld undeenke to jutty your- 
ſelf entirely. | 

79. I truſt 1 could, Gr. 

Sir Cv. *Plhaw ! 8 away From him) and I ſup- 
pole you could juſtify yourſelf too. [79 Charles. 1 

Char. Not that I know of, fir. 

Sir CH v. What, my little Premium was let too ads in- 


to the ſecret. 


Char. Why res, * but they were emily Rn and F 


ſhould go nb further. 


Rowt. Come, come, Sir Oliver, 5 am Pos 900 x Fa 
look upon Charles's follies with anger. 

Sir Cliv. No, nor with gravity neither. pI you Tinh 
dir Peter, the young rogue has been lelling me his anceſtors; 
I bave bought judges and ſtaff officers by the hows: and] 
- maiden,aunts as cheap as old china. 

[During this ſpeech Charles vue behind his hat. 

Char. Why, that] bave-made free with the family canvas 

| 12 
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is true; my anceſlors may riſe in jugement againſt me, there's 
no denying it; but believe me when I tell you, (and upon 
my ſoul 1 would not ſay it if it was not ſo) if 1 don't appear 
mortified at the expoſure of my follies, it is, becauſe 1 feel 
at this moment the warmeſt ſatisfaQion , at ſeeing you, my 
liberal benefaQor. [Embraces him. 

Sir Oliv. Charles, I forgive you; give me your hand again; 
the little ill - looking fellow oner the ſettee has made your 
peace for you. 

Char. Then, fir, my wacky to the original i is Nilliperedſed. | 

L. Tea z. Sir Okrrer, here is another, u ich whom [I 
dare ſay Charles is no leſs anxious to be reconciled. | 

Sir Oliv. I have heard of that attachment before, and 
with the ladies leave if I conſtrue right, that bluſu 

Sir Pet. Well, child, ſpeak for yourſelf. 2 

Mar. I haye mile more to ſay, than that I wiſh him "nl 
PY> and for any influence | might once have had over his 
affections, 'T moſt williogly felign them to one who has « 
berter c'aim to them. 

Sir Pet. Hey ! what's the matter now? While he way 
a rake and 2 profligate, you would hear of no body elſe ; 
and now that he is kely to reform, you! wont ha ve Mos. 
What's the meaning of alt this? 

Mar. His own heart, and lady Sneerwell, can best inform 

ou. | 

Char. Lady Syeerwell _ 

700. 1. am very ſorry. brother, "M am obliged t to * to 
this point, but juſtice demands it from me and Lady Sneer · 
well 's wrongs cas no longer be concealed.” 

Enter Lady SuERRY ET. 

Sir Bet. Another French milliver !- 1 believe he has one 
in every room in the houſe 
L. Sneer Ungrateful Charles! well vou may ſeem con- 
founded and ſurprized at the indelicate ſituation to which 
yu perfidy has reduced me. 

_ 1 Ghar: Pray uncle, is this another of your plots! for, as: 
J lire, this is the firft 1 ever heard of it. [ 
Fof. There is but one vitoels, 1 beliere, en for the | 
polmeſs.  — - = 
Sir Pet. And that witneſs is Mr Snake—you were perfect- 


wo. "v9 
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ly iq the right in bringing him with you, Let him appear. 
Rowl. Deſire Mr Snake to walk in, It is rather unluc- 


ky, madam, that he ſhould be ought! to confront and not 


fupport your ladyſhip: 
Enter Suas z. 
* Speer. I am forprized ! what, ſpeak villain! have 
you too conſpired againſt me! 
Snake. I beg your ladyſhip te ten thouſand pardons ; 'E. molt 


on you paid me very liberally for the lying queſtions, but L 


have unfortunately been offered double for ipeaking the truth; 
Sir Pet. Plot- and counter-plot—l ha your" Ky Sip 


much joy of our negociation: 


L Sneer. May the dees of deſpair and opp 


ment light upon you all!! [ Cving.] 


L. Teaz. Hold, Lady Sneerwel ; de vou go, give me 
Jeave to return you thanks, forthe rovble you and this gentle- 
man took, in-wriring letters in my name to Charles, and au- 
ſwering them yourſelf; — and, at the ſame time, I muſt beg 
you will preſent my compliments to the ſcandalous college, 
vf which you are preſident, and inform them, that Lady 


| Teazle, hcentiate, returns the diploma they granted her, 
7 pl Y & 


as ſhe leaves off practice, and kills characters no longer. 
L Sneer. You too, madam! Provokiag, Inſolent“ 
may your husband live theſe fifty years. [Ex. 
L. Teaz. O Lord hat a malicious creature it is! 
Sir Pet. Not for her loſt wiſh, I hope. 
L. Teaz Oh, no, no. 
Sir Pet. W el, fir—what bave you. to lay for roeſelf, 
LZ Joleph.] 
7⁰ Sir, I am fo confounded that Lady Sneerwell ſhould 
impoſe upon us all, by ſuborning Mr Snake, that I know 


not what to ſay —ut—leſt her malice ſhould prompt her to 


lojur? my brother—T had better follow her. | SI 
Sir Pet Moral to the laſt. 
Sir Oli. Matry ber, Joſeph, marry her if you can 
Oil and vinegar—you'lt do very well tagether. 


Rowl. Mr . 1 believe we have ao further occaſion 
for you, 
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Sir Pet. You have made amends. & your open conſe 
Pace But J muſt beg it as a favour = 46 5 never 
en o 

Sir Pet. What! are you aſhamed of haviog done one 
good action in your life. | 

Snake. Sir, I requeſt you to er that I live by the 
badneſs of my character, and if it was once known that I had 
been betrayed into an honeſt action, I ſhould loſe every friend 
I have in the world. [ [Exit, 
Sir Oliv. Never fear, we ſhan'e traduce you by Fayiog 
any thing in your praiſe. | 

Sir Pet. There's a ſpecious rogue for you. 5 

L. Teaz. You ſee, Sir Oliver, it needed no great per: 
ſuaſion to reconcile your nephew aud Maria. 

Sir Oliv. So much the better; : Fil haye the wedding 10 
morrow morning. 3 

Sir Pet. What, before you aſk the girls aus. ST 

Char. I have done that a long time fince— above a mi» 
nute ago-—and ſhe look'd—— 

Mar. O fe, Chatles-—1 proteſt, Sir Peter, there has 
not been a word fail, 

Sir Oliv. Well, well, the leſs the better ¶ joining their 
hand here — and may your love neyer know abatement. 

dir Pet And may you liye as happily her, as Lady 
Teazle and I—iotend to do. 

Char. 1 ſulpe& Rowley, I owe much to you. 

dir Oliv. You do, indeed. 

Rowl. Sir, if 1 had failed in my endeayours to. ſerve you, 
vou would have been indebted to me for the attempt. But 
geſerve to be happy, add yqu overpay me. 

Sir Pet. Aye, hopeſt Rowley always ſaid you would reform. 
Char. Look ye, Sir Peter, as to reforming, I ſhall make no 
| promiſes, and that I take to be the ſtrangeſt proof that I in- 

tend ſetting about it. But here ſhall be my monitor, my gentle 
ide—can I leave the virtuous path thoſe eyes illumine ! 


| Though thou- dear maid, ſhould'ſt wave tby beauty's ſway, 
Thou ftill-mult rule, becauſe I will obey ; 

An bumble fugitive from folly view, | : 

No land uary near but love and you. 

You-can, indeed, esch anxious fear remove, 

For egen ſcandal dies —if you approve. 


© 
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SCHOOL for Scand} !—Tell me, I beſeech you. 


Needs there a ſchool, this modiſh art to teach) ou? 75 


No need of lefſons now: ---the knowing think 

We might as well be taught to eat and drinn 

Cavs'd by a dearth of ſcandal, ſhould the vapours 

Diſtreſs our fair-ones, let them read the papers; 

Their powerful mixtures ſuch diforders hit, 

Crave what they will, there's quantum fuſfi cit. 
Lord !” cries my Lady Wormwood, er Lage: 6 

And puts much fait and pepper in her prattleyY  _ - 

Juſt risn at noon, all night at cards, when threſhing , 

Strong tea and ſcandal—vleſs me, how refreſhing 131 

« Give me the papers, Liſp how bold and free ! (ip. 


_ « Laſt night Lord L. CS was caught with Lady DPD. 
- « For aching heads, what charming ſal volatile ? (bes) 


« If Mrs B. will fill continue flirting, 


| « We hope {he'l] draw; or we'll KndraWw, the Sti 5 


A 
CY 


Fine ſatire, poz ! in public all abufe it; | K 
« But, by ourſelves, (ps) our praiſe we can't refuſe it. 
* Now, Lifp, read you----there at that daſh and ſtar 
„ Yes, ma'am-»-A certain Lord had beſt beware 
% Who lives not twenty miles from Gtolvenor's-fquare :-  . 
% For mould he Lady W. find withng--- | z 


% VVormuiood is bieter.“ Oh! that's me-- the villa! __ 
Throw it behind the fire, and never more 


Let that vile paper come within my door.” | 
Thus at our friends we laugh, who feel the dart 

To reach our feelings, we ourſelves muſt ſmart. _ 

Is our young bard io young, to think that he 

Can (top the full ſpring (ide of culumny ? 

Knows he the world fo little, and its trade? 


Alas! the devil's ſooner rais'd than lad. 3 
So {trong, ſo twiit the monſter, there's no gagging; 


Cut ſcardal's head off---ftilt the tongue is wagging. 
Proud of your ſmiles, onee laviſhty Leitow'd, 

Again our young Don Quixote ta«es the road, 

10 thew his gratitude, he draws his pon, 

And ſeeks this Hydra, icandal in its den; 

From his fell gripe the frighted fair ro ſave —— 
Tho' he ſtould tail, th” attempt mutt pleafe the brave, 
For your app:aufe, all perils he would through; ; 
He'll fight—that's witte—a cavaliero true, | 
Lill ev ry drop of blood that's ink---is ſpilt for ycu. 
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Written by Mr Coul man. 
Spoken in the Character of Lagvy I EAZTE. 
J, WHO was late ſo volatile and gay, | | 
Like a trade-wand muſt now blow all one way 7 


——— 


— — 


Bend All my cares, my ſtudies and my vows, | © 6 


Each bring his dear to town---all fatilts upon het 95 5 


When principles relax---to brace the nerves, 
Such is my caſe-- and yet I wuit deplore 


And at 


We; » * e L 0 6 v E. Om 


To one old ruſty weather · coek · my ſpouſe 

So wills out virtuous bard :: the pye- ball d Bayes 

Of crying epilogues and laughing playͤs . 
Old batchelors, who mary {mart young wives, _ ö; 

Learn from our play to regulate your live 
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London will prove the very ſource of honour. 
Plung. d fairly in, like a cold bath, it Terves, 


That the gay dream of diſſipation s o'er; | 
And ſay, ye fair, was evet lively wites  __ 
Born with a genius for the higheſt life,. 5 

Like me, untimely blaſted in her bloom; 

Like me, condemn'd to ſuch a diſmal doom: 
Save meney --when 1 juſt knew how-to waſte it ! 
Leave London—juſt as I began to taſte it ! 
Muſt I then watch the early crowing cock ? 
The me'ancholy tick ing of aclock ? _ 


* 5 i A 
% © # 


In the lone ruſtick hall for ever Poundet. | 
With dogs, cats, rats, and ſqualling bi ats furrounded 5 
With huffible curates can 1 now rTeure, _ | 
(While good Sir Peter boozes with the ſquire) 

| e anon morufy my foul, 3 
That pants for Lu, or flutters at a Vole? 1 
Seven's the main ! dear ſound ! that muſt expire;  - 
Rolt at hot cock les round a Chriltmas fire <P =" 
The tranſient hour of faſhion too Toon ſpent, 
« Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content. 
% Farewell the plumed head- »the cuſhion'd tete; 
That takes the cuſhion froth its 2 feat! 
© The ſpirit ſtirring drum ! cad drums I mean - _ 
« Spadille, old Trick, Pam, Baſto, King and Queen, WE 
And you, ye knogkers, that with brazen throat, -4 
« The welcome viſitor's approach denote, 8 | 
4% Farewell! All quality of high renown, 


« Pride, pomp. and circumſtance of .glorious town, 
0 u : Jour way 1 par ale ne Pose Ny 
« And Lady Teazle's occupation s Ger... 1 

All this is our bard, 3-4 ſmil d, and Lid, 'twas Cleat _ 
] ought to play deep tragedy next year ? 8 
Mean while he drew wife morals from his play, 
And in theſe ſolemn periods ſtalk d away. 
er Bſeſt were the fair, like you her faults who ſtopt, 


* And clos'd her follies when the curtain dropt 
No more in vice or ei rot to engage, , 1 
Or piay the fool at large on life s great ſtage! ! 
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